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T H E 
BACCHANALIAN: 


o R, 
CHOICE SPIRITS FEAST. 


CONTAINING 


All the moſt celebrated 
NEW SONGS, 


A N D 


Favourite Airs, Duetts, Cantatas, &c, 


Sung at the 


THEATRES, VAUXHALL, RANELAGH, the | 
Mus1cAL SOCIETIES, and other Places of 
Public Reſort, to this Day, 

WII 
Many Droll Engliſh, Scorch, and Iriſh 8 O NGS, 
not to be found in any other COLLECTION, 
To which is added. 


The CHolcB SPIRITS FEasT; 


A Comic Ode, Written by George Alexander Stephens, 
and perform'd (with univerſal Applauſe ) at 
Ranclagh Houſe, by Meſſ. Skeggs, Rooker, and 
other Choice Spirits, 


WITH 


Directions for SINGING, 


Thereby a Perſon, with an indifferent Voice, may 
be enabled to ſing agreeably, 


1 


The Second EvpiT1oNn, 


„O D 
Printed and Sold by J. Towxks, in Piccadilly. 
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(ini) 
TO THE 
KK 6 DR. 
ACCEPT of theſe ballads, dear fir, from 
friend | 
From an oddity, whom, or to blame or commend, 
No mortal e'er gave himſelf trouble, 
Praiſe is but a vapour, and cenſure the ſame, 
And each lunatic ſchemer, who pines after fame, 
But makes himſelf vanity's bubble, 
This ſcribbling, this pen-and-ink-itch, is a crime, 
Yet heaven forgive each poor finner in rhime, 
I no more can help Writing than Eating, 
By a mad poet bit I rave out in verſe, 


As prentices, crack-brain'd, theatric rehearſe, 
All be-Garrick'd, King Richard repeating, 


Parnaſſus and Pegaſus, cold Hippocrene, 

Are words only form'd to give ſchool-boys the ſpleen, 
By the curl-pated pedant Apollo. 

Let the nine muſes ſlide o'er the ſmooth- ſhav'n glades, 

No aid I'll accept from thoſe tea-drinking maids, 
But Bacchus with bumpers I'll follow. 


The Epic, Iambic, Pindaric and Sapphic, 

Are patterns of poetry whezewith bards traffick, 
With many more names that are harder, 

Put what are all theſe to a veniſon feaſt ? 

The dainties of Heffod and Homer's a jeſt, 
Compar'd to the wit of a larder, 


That, I always prefer to a claſſical treat, 

Not cur-like, the ſhadow exchange for the meat, 
There's more wit in eating than thinking, 

Pray what are all fimilies, to a ſurloin ? 

Or the what-d'ye-call ſtream toa ſtreamof good wine? 
For merit is center'd in drinking. 


The choice-ſpirit Horace has made us ſome verſes, 

And ruftical Roundelays Virgil rehearſes, We 
To be ſure they have ſaid ſome things clever, 

But what are all rhimes to a round of good toaſts, 

And then for their metaphors--We ve boil'd and roaft, 

So beef and a bumper for eve 
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(iv.) 

DIRECTIONS for SINGING. 
J. 

Chuſe a ſong ſuitable to your voice. 


PHE RE are ſome perſons who have a harſh and 


diſſonant pipe, that may ſucceed very well by 
chuſing a droll ſong, where the oddity of the matter 
may make amends for the deficiency in the Singer, 
A man with a thorough-baſe voice would never 
think of warbling a tender complaining love- ſong, 
nor would the lady with a ſhrill treble pipe, roar 
out a hunting-ſong, or a jolly catch for the bottle, 


II. 


Suit your action to the ſenſe or ſubject- 
matter of your ſong. 


S the ſound is or ought to be an eccho to the 
ſenſe, ſo the geſture of the Singer ſhould in a 
manner be ſet to muſick, and keep due time with it. 
The action muſt be proper, The dying-lover will 
naturally clap his hand to his breaſt, and the merry 
teper will ſhake with laughter, bolding 63th has ſides. 


III. 


Let your action be in a juſt medium, neither 
too much nor too little. 
8 O ME are fo over-run with affectation, as to 


diſtort the face and body in ſuch a' manner, as 
that a deaf perſon would naturally think they were 


crying 


5 


5 
* 
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crying out with the gripes. Others again are ſo 
dead and motionleſs, that you would thins they 
were ſpeaking ſtatues, 


IV. 


Pronounce the words of your ſong diſtin@tly, 
ſo that it may eaſily be underſtood by the 


company. 


I HAVE known many, who, while they have 

been ſinging a common Engliſh ſong, have ſo 
abounded with quaverings and affected graces, that 
you could not tell whether they were not finging 
Italian. Others have ſo mumbled and broke the 
words of the ſong, that you might miſtake it for 
Welch or High-Dutch, The ſame care is, therefore, 
neceflary in finging as in reading, to be intelligible ; 
eſpecially in ſongs admired for the poetry or humour, 


One of the chict excellencies in Mr, Beard, 1s his 
diftinft pronounciation, | 


V. 


If you deſign to ſing at all, never wait to be 
preſjed and intreated by the company. 


HIS is fo common a fault among the beſt 

ſingers, that whenever I hear a lady complain 
of a cough, a cold, a hoarſeneſs, or inability, I als 
ways reckon myſelf ſure to be agreeably entertained, 
Sometimes, indeed, a very indifferent finger will 
make as much ado : but let it be remembered, that 
the higher our expectations are raiſed, the greater 


will be our diſappointment, 
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(vi) 
Be ſure never to chuſe a ſong which may 
give offence ta any of the company, 


Ir any one was to ſing at a city - feaſt · Room for 
Cuckolds, here comes a great company---he would 
be ſure to diſoblige the lord mayor, and the whole 
corporation, In like manner, were I to ſing before 
an old maiden aunt- I am an old virgin by maidens 
deſpis'd,---ſhe would be very apt to apply it to her- 
ſelf, But above all I muſt caution the male-ſingers 
never to put a lady to the bluſh by any indecent ſongs, 


fince, as the poet obſerves, 


Immodeſt words admit of no defence, 
And want of decency is want of ſenſe, 


* — — — 8 
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SS 


be oe 
i NU 7 
A | 
& liberty, from out the fy, | 10 
A courting I vent to my love, 14 
Among ft the pure ones 5 23 
A trifling ſong you ſhall hear, 2 
1 Mali Rebecca and Vill, 2 
A taylor, good lord, in the time of vacation, 27 
A piumber I am, and I work for my bread, 49 
As blyth as the linnet ſings in the green wood 49 
As Foie gay, gang d blithe his wway 60 
As Nell ſat underneath per cow 61 
As porter Mill along St, Paul's did move 66 
Ab hither ſo faſt wou d my Corydon go 78 
As I bas a driving my ⁊uaggon one day 9 
As tinkering Tom the ſtreets his trade did cry 35 
All on the pleaſant banks of Tweed 102 
As Jockey wwas walking one midſummer morn 122 
As Delia (bleſt with ev ry grace ) 124 
Aſpiring Sol wheſe gladſome rays 125 


A taylor there was, and he liy'd in a garret © 135 
As Chloe ſat ſhelter'd and breath'd the cool air 136 


As Chloe came into the room t'other day 137 

As Chloe ⁊uas bathing one hot ſummer's day 167 

Arab, my Judy, was not I a booby, 168 

Ask if yon Damon roſe be ſaucet ( 173 

| B ® | 
ALLOW, ny boy, lie flill and ſleep 11 

' By the fide of a green flagnate pool 21 

Befbre the urchin well cou'd go 29 


Behold my brave Britons the fair ſpringing gale, 656 
Beauty and muſic charm the ſoul Wo 
Britannia's fervent pray'r great George bas heard 68 
Þlythe Collin's bleſt Art, | | * 


By a pratling fiream, on a midſummers eche 133 


1 4 N D k K*. 


C 
(CHASTE queen of night ! whoſe pliſt' ring ray 5 
Come 2 young lovers, who ban with deſpair 20 


Come ever ſmiling liberty 31 
Come my jolly briſk boys, lay your hop-poles La de 60 
Cleora ſat beneath a ſhade, 62 
Come, fie, let's a to the bridal 145 
Come Roper and Nell, come Simkin and Bell 174 
8 5 
UMB ARTON's drums brat bonny o, 21 
«Deareſt Daphne turn thine eyes 64. 
Dear Tom, this brown jug, 82 
De'el take the wars, Cc. 97 | 
M roſy bowwers, ⁊ohere ſleeps Sc. 22 2 
* airer than a et" 63 4 
AFFER and Gammer were faſt &c. 31 ; 
Cive us glaſſes, ny wench 80 
Good Sir, do not fiart I'll teach you an art T52 
Good gent!: Men, T pray drato near | 171 
Gay Damon long ftudied my heart to obtain 173 
H 
72 , gentle vas my Damon s air 32 
He il to the myr ie ſhade 33 
Hail maj ry, thou craft divine, 34 
Hark, away tis the merry ton 'd horn, 35 
Kark, hart, the huntſman ſounds his horn, 36 
How blythe was I cach morn to ſee, 37 
He that a cuckold is let it not grieve him 37 
However ſome in coaches, or barrows Sc. 119 
I 5 Hark, Duphne, from the hawthorn buſh 123 
0 *If How "oft | ſome chiefs fond wvords impart 126 
| C | Haſte, haſte Phillis haſte, tis the firſt of M 128 
0118 How eaſy wvas Colin, how blithe and bow gay 132 
x | Hep little do the landmen know 


Happy the time when laſt in rhyme 


bs 

- 
«© 
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N D K. 


1 

7F bove's a ſweet paſſion 1 

If wine be a cordial, wwhy does it torment, 3 
Tn my triumphant chariot hurl d | 39 
John Anderſon, my Jo 50 
If ever, oh! Hymen you grant me a wife 55 
us'd, I remember it well 59 
Tr Cbloris all ſoft charms agree 67 
J loft myſelf when firſi I view'd 70 
Imperious love, whoſe ſecret hie 92 
I never lov'd but one fair maid 96 
Jam a young virgin that oft has been told 104 
1 W much talk of Oxford town, 114 
In Tyburn road a man there liv'd 141 
In nirth and paſtime eu ry hour employ 157 
J bave a tenement to lett 169 
LE is cheguer d, toil and pleaſure 3 
Laſt time I ſawv my Chloe's eyes 56 
Let the nymph j/ill avoid, and be deaf to the ſwain 63 
Long time my heart had row d | 67 
Lay that ſullen garland by thee 141 
Lowe thou bane of ſoft content 124 
Let prentice bards poetic ſcribble 131 

| ES | 


IMUJPVRN, bapleſi Caledonia, mou 154 
N 


EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep Tc, pp 77 2 
No more for another my boſom ould glow 61 
Near the fide of a pond at the foot of a hill 15 
Ne ſbepherd wwas like Strephon gay 105 
Noro riſe, my ſoul, and tune thy voice to fing 131 
No nymph that trips the . plains 143 
NCE more Il] tune the vocal ſhell 40 
Oft greedy Midas, Tue been told 41 


Ob, my little Punchenells, 42 
Old Chiron thus preach'd to bis pupil Sc. 43 


K* IND EX. 


On, on, my dear brethren, Ec. 
Once in our lives 

Of Conſtance holy legends tel, 

Oh how bliſsful tis to anguiſh 

Oh ! what bad I to do for to marry 


One morn e er ſaeet Peggy aroſe from ber bed 
One morn e er ſrocet Sue 


POVERFUL guardian of all nature 


| R 
ROUS'D Europe now is up in arms 


8 
CURE Sally is the lovelieſt laſs 
Smile, ſmile, Britannia ſmile 
M laſs in ber bloom, &c, © ; 
ave women and wine, there is nothing in life 
Say good maſter Bacchus, aſtride on your butt 
Stand around my brave boys with beart Sc. 
Stella and Flavia 
Sick of the world fair Delia flew 
Since again bold defiance appears to proud France 
Say, does thy jealous fears proceed 
Since Sylvia flights my love | 
Some courtly you obom love inſpires 
Spinſters divine, ye muſes nine, 
Sure a laſs in her bloom, at the age of nineteen 
Since Czlia's unkind, and denies me the joy 
Since wwedlock*s in vogue, and ſtale virgins, &c. 
Some four years ago 7 made Phillis an offer 
T 


TOO long a giddy, wandring youth 

T The ke — as * 

The ſun in virgin luſtre ſhone 

The lawland lads think they are fine 

The heroes preparing to finiſh the war 

Thus Kitty beautiful and young | 
To convent, frream, and ſhady grave 


=o IÞ "7 «4 
72 8 3; Owe Ns - 
Se arid, * 


INDE Xx 


Teady Foley, thou art my darling 


Thurſday in the morn, the nineteenth of May 
*T7vas cold when young Roger had leave, &c, 
Thus I ſaid to my heart in a pet t other day 
The Ruſs loves Landy, Dutchman beer 
The infant ſpring was failing 
To Phillis :nd Chloe, and all the gay throng 
The bride came fra the barn 
The ſun beam' d forth intenſely bright 
This world is a flage 
Too ears at a time are too many for uſe 
The chace is o'er, and on the plain 
To fome petty ſinner go wheedle and whine 
To an arbour of woodbines ye both ſhall be led 
The lillies of France and the fair Engliſh roſe 
Tom Ramble, a rate of true catholic hope, 
Thank God, at laſt, the prieſt bas faſt Sc. 
Tho* darkneſs fill attends me 
The choice 7 hm feaſt 
*Twvas at a ven'ſon feaſt, at cricket 200n 
The feſtive board vas met, the ſocial band 
To my ditty, good people, give ear | 
To his poor cell a ſatyr led 
The ſun, bis gladſome beams withdraws 

U 


I ULCAN contrive me ſuch a cup 
w 


WELL met pretty nymph ſays a jolly young ſeoain 1 


Was Nancy but a rural mai 
Why will Delia thus retire 
While beaus to pleaſe the ladies write 
When Orpheus went down to the regions below 
When Orpheus, &c, 
Who has & er been at Paris muſt needs know Sc. 
We may boldly aſſert what no mortal denies 


Wine, wine is alone the briſk fountain of mirth _ 


Whither, Bacchus, auouldſt thou bear me 
When Damon firſt my eyes beheld 


93 


97 
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* INDEX. 


Ye well choſe choice ſpirits who blazon this throng 


When Britain firſt at heav*n's command 119 
Mie ve fought, we have conquer d, &c, 137 
When the roſe is in bud, and blue wi" lets blow 140 
When firſt procreation began 156 
ben Fan I ſaw, as ſhe trip'd o' er the green 172 
When tutor d by mother as oftentimes ſaid 178 
OUNG ſcornful Daphne Damon low d, 8 
Young Daphne was the prettieſt maid 7 
Young Damon amorous and fincere 62 
Ye buſy tribe that haunt the court 69 
Ye belles and ye flirts, and ye pert little things 9 
Young Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight 10 
Young Colin ſought my heart to gain 107 
Te nympbs who preſide o er the muſical throng I13 
Ye laſſes ſo pretty, ſo wanton, ſo witty 139 
Young Strephon he <vent t'otber day to the abe 144 
You may ſay what you * but Belinda s Sc, 175 
FENO, Plato, Ariſtotle, 158 
Songs inſerted ſince the Firſt Edition. 
The choice Spirits iſ 
That life is a joke by the wiſe tis confeſs'd & i 


XV 


Pup about the briſk bowl, *twwill enliven the heart xvii 
One morning good humour brought it for a gueſs xviii 


A favourite medley 

A laſs four lovers bad 

As Doll beneath the bay- moro ſlept 

PII fing you a ſong, firs, it is my intention 
Contented I am, and contented Ill be 

A dialogue between the Pope and the Devil 
One evening when primroſes painted the fields 


XX 
XX1 
xxiii 
XXV 
xxvi 
XxXVii 
xxx 


From the man wvhom ¶ love, tho my heart I diſguiſe xxxi 
To the words which fing, fellow-ſubjefs attend xxxii 


ve great George our King 
i wanton one night 


be briſk bowl, drink my toaſt, 


XXX1141 
 XXN1V 
XXXV1 - 


_ OT ²˙ » HT REST "In * 


iii 


. 


The Songs from Page xiii to Pege xxxvi are added 
| ſince the Firſt Edition. 


. 
FEC 


To the Tune of, Stand round my brawe Beys, &c. 


SIT round my brave boys, and afſiſt my bad voice, 
As loud to the World I declare, | 
While a bumper can flow, that we'll ne'er ceaſe to 
thew, | 
How joyous the Choice Spirits are, Cc. Oc. 
| II. 
The Soldier muſt arm, at the trumpets alarm, 
For battle he's bid to prepare; 
He our foes puts to rout, we the bottle put about, 
To thew what the Choice Spirits are, Sc. Sc. 
III. 
The bucks the town yields, and thebucks of the fields, 
Who are chaſing the harlot or hare; | 
No more dangers wgu'd purſue, but the bottle keep 
| in view, 


Did they hunt where the Choice Spirits are, &c, 


The prude that pretends, that a man's touch offends, 
And to die an old maid will declare ; 
Did the take a glaſs of this, ſhe wou'd never take 
amiſs, 
To try what the Choice Spirits are, c. 
V ; 7 


Ye love- ſick poetic, ye poets dramatic, 
Ye buſkins who Tragedy tear; 3 
Leave the paper waſting art, quit each rant, and ſtart 
And as Choice Spirits act if you dare, Sc. 8 
From the tutor got free, alamode a Paris, 
See the fop with his puff-powder'd, hair; 
He'd 


(xiv) 


He'd his look ing-glaſs forſake, if a drinking-glaſs 
he'd take. 
And come where the Choice Spirits are, Sc: 
5 


By no party perplex'd, wit and wine is our text, 
Love and friendſhip then form up the ſquare; 

Neither intereſt old or new, neither Gipſey nor Jew, 

Comes under a Choice Spirit's care, &c, 

VIII, 

No more I'll rehearſe, but I'1l end here my verſe, 

Tho' it is on a ſubjeC ſo rare 

With a bumper before us, we'll fing in full chorus, 

The Choiceſt of Spirits we are, &c, &c, 


S ON G, 
The TRUE JOKE, 
To the Tune of, The Black Joke. 
THAT life is a joke by the wiſe tis confeſs'd, 


Tho' not one in ten can tell where lies the jeſt ; 

Fhe critical turn of a delicate joke. 
e are got in a joke, in a joke we are born, 
From a joke we proceed, to a joke we return ; 
Tho' Cæſar beſt fought, and tho' Tully beſt ſpoke, 
Yet their wars, and their words, ended all in a joke, 
In a———T ll not be rude, for I mean but a joke. 
The king, and the commoner, equal invoke, 
And equal fall ſubject, I'm ſure, to a joke; 

To the critical turn of a delicate joke. 
Alexander that conquer'd the devil, and all, 
Yet Thais convinc'd him at laſt he muſt fall; 
And Socrates foremoſt in wiſdom's deep ſchool, 
Was proved by Xantippe to be but a fool. 
At a I'll not be rude, I mean but a jokes 
III. | 

The cardinal, abbot, and mendicant prieſt, 
Tho' they preach about faſting, yet fervently feaſt 3 
On the critical turn of a delicate joke, 


LEY 


They 


— 
© 
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© 
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( xv ) , 
They enter the pulpit, and kneeling prepare, 
To ſtoutly hold forth, ſplitting texts to a hair; 
Their doctrines are good, but their deeds I'll not name, 
For clergy and laity all are the ſame, 
At a' not be rude, for I mean but a jokes 


IV. 
What makes Tintoretta, each day at her toilet, 
Her complexion bemoan, leaſt coſmetics ſhou'd ſpoil it 


But for fear they ſhou'd hinder the ſale of her 
joke, 


Curling locks, coral lips, cherry cheeks and black 


| eyes, 
Prentice poets may praiſe, and lovers may prize; 


But each female from fifteen to fifty will own, 


There ſtill wants a beauty, thoſe beauties to crown. 
And where is that beauty? Ay there lies the jokes 


. 
To the Tune of, Sing Tantarara Maſks all, 


V well choſe Choice Spirits who blazon this 


throng, 
Offended be not at this joke of a ſong 
No party, profeſſion, no ſex I provoke, 
No ſatyr I fing, for I ſing but in joke. 
5 Sing tantarara Yoke all; 
Let Stoics pretend to ſet jeſts at defiance, _ 
Let ſchoolmen pedantical preach up for ſcience, 
Let ſelf-thinking wiſe ones on ſapience call, | 
What's all that they know ? why a joke's worth 
it all, 

Sing tantarara, &c. 
| III. | 
That life's like a ſong, preach the ſages of old 5 
Poets make it a tale, by a poor ideot told; 

Gay calls it a jeſt, but tis proper each man, 
Of this ſong, tale, or joke, to make all that he can. 
Sing tantarara, &c. 


A 3 IV. 


(ri) 
W. 


The lady obſerve, when the lover grows preſſing, 
How faint the forbids his attempts at poſleſling; 
With a frown, by love ſoften'd, the cries tis proa 

voking, | 
O dear Sir, be quiet ; yet ſhe is but joking. 

Sing taniarara, &e. 
V. 

When the tithe taking prieſt would a biſhoprick chuſe, 
The firſt time *tis offer'd, in jeſt he'll refuſe; 
He gravely cries, no; but tho? gravely he ſpoke, 


When you ſee him a "biſhop, you ſee twas a joke, 


Sing tantarara, &. 
VI, 


When the Bait of EleQors, in Engliſh a Bribe, 
Is-offer*d, or thruſt on the vote-ſelling tribe, 
They cry, O dear God | Why my lord ! nay, I've 
ſwore ! 
Yet they pocket the pelf, and are mad twas no more, 
Sing tantarara, &c. 
VII. 


Tho' the wife may admit in her dull huſpand's room, 
The white ſtocking footman, or ſtable-bred groom, 
She don't think that her vow at the altar is broke, 
For ſhe: meant by her marriage, no more than a joke, 
Sing tantarara, &C. 


VIII. 


We are all made a joke of, by one or another, 
This drolls on his father, and that on his brother, 
By ev'ry day's practice, our wits have confeſs'd, 
That they ſooner would forfeit their friend, than 
their jeſt, Sing tantarara, &c, 
IX. 


The joke thus goes on from our cradle to coffin, 

The time fill'd between is fit only for laughing. 

The laſt joke I mention, I'm ſure you'll atteſt, 

For you all muſt allow that my ſinging's a jeſt, | 
Sing tantarara Jobe all. 


SONG. 


( xvii } 
8S O N G. 


To the Tune of, Pup about the briſk Bowl, &c, 
PV S H about the briſk bowl, will enliven the 


heart, 
While thus we fit round on the ſtay, 
What buſineſs have I an old ſong to impart, 
When I, Sirs, a new one can ſay, Ec. 
II. 
What ſhall I firſt ſay, or what ſhall I firſt do, 
What beſt will my bad voice become; 
Why faith, Sirs, I'll ftrive by my verſes to ſhew, 
That life, is alas, but a hum, a hum, &c. 


III. 


Children weep at their birth, and old men when the 
die, f 
At death the moſt wretched look glum; 
In our entrance, and exit, we equally cry, 


Which proves our life plainly a hum, &c, 
IV, 


Acquaintance pretend, that your fortunes they'll 
mend, | 
And vow to your ſervice they'll come; 
But be you in need, and you'll find that indeed, 
Modern friendſhip is merely a hum, &c, 


V. 


When ſome ladies kneel, ſmall devotion they feel, 
But let us be modeſt and mum, | 
At the altar they bow, but it is only for ſhew, 
Religion with them is a hum, &c, 
VI, 


Law and phyſic, you ſee, will make ſure of a fee; 
What advice to you gratis will come ? 

Nay, the court proves it true, money only will do, 
For merit without it's a hum, Ec. 


( xyit ) 
VII. 


Wich a circle beſet, behold the coquet | 
Fiſh for hearts by the bait of her bloom; 
She melts in each look, as by each lover took, 

Yet her ſoftnefs is only a hum, Ec. | 


VIII, 


In a hum let's keep off, till we've liquor enough, 

Our landlord from ent'ring the room;  _ 
n the joke to ſucceed, we'll declare to Jack Speed, 

That his reckoning we'll pay with a hum, Ec. 


IX. 


We are hum'd from our birth, we are hum'd into 
| earth, | 
To an end of our jokes then we come ; 
Take a glaſs, my brit brother, and I'll take another, 
And thus make the moſt of a hum, a hum, 
And thus make the moſt of a hum. 


S ON G: 
To the Tune of, Derry Dor. 


ONE morning good humour brought wit as a gueſt, 
| By friendſhip invited to ſhare in the feaſt ; 
Their liquor was claret, and love was their hoſt, 
And harmony garniſh'd each double meant toaſt. 

| Derry down, 


II. 


But while like true Bucks, they enjoy'd their deſign, 
For the joys of a Buck lie in love, wit, and wine; 


; | Alarm'd they all heard at the door a loud knock, 
104 And the watchman hoarſe bellow'd, twas paſt twelve 
5 | o'clock, Derry dawn, 
III. 


"They nimbly ran down, the diſturbing dog found, | 
And up ſtairs they dragg'd, the impertinent 3 * 
| When 
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When brought to the light, how much were they 
pleas” d, 
To fee twas the grey glutton Time they had ſeiz'd, 
1 Der: J Aon 
IV. 
His glaſs as a lanthorn, his ſeythe as a pole, 
And his fingle lock dangled a-down his ſmooth full, 
My friends, (quoth he coughing) I thought fit to 
knock, 
And bid ye begone, for *tis paſt twelve o'clock. 
Derry downs 
| Fo: 
Says the venom-tooth'd ſavage on this advice fix, 
Tho' nature ſtrikes twelve, folly {till points at fix 
He longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd bear it, 
So hid hini at once in a hogſhead of clarer, 
Derry dovon, 


vr. 


This 1s right calls out wit while we're yet in our 


prime, 
There is nothing like claret for killing of Time; 
Huzza, reply'd love, now no more can he knock, 
Nor impertinent tell us tis paſt twelve o'clock. 
Derry downs 


VII, 
Now Time is no more, or no more can forbid us, 
Love and wit of that troubleſome gueſt has well rid 
us; 
Vet if Time ſhou'd be wanting for any deſign; 
Henceforth he is found in a hogthead of wine. 
Derry downs 
VIII. 


Since Time is confin'd in our wine, let us think 
By this Rule, we are ſure of Time when we erink; 
Come my lads, let our glaſſes with bumpers be pri- d, 
Now we're certain our drinking is always well 
Tim'd. Derry down. 
S ON. 
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A FAvouR ITE MEDLEY. 


No perſon ought to ſing this Medley who is not acquainted 
with the ſeveral Songs of which each line here is a 
part, 5 


HEN e'er I meet my Celia's eyes, 
Populous cities pleaſe me then, 
And the buſy hum of men, 
And the buſy hum of men, 
And the buſy curious thirſty fly, 
Drink with me, and drink and drive care away, 
Drink and be merry, 
For why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys | 
A light heart, and a thin pair of breeches, 
Goes thorough the charming Dione, lovely fair, 
Sweeteſt of thy ſex adieu. 
Thou joys to great Cæſar, 
Long life, love and pleaſure ; 
Here's a health to the Duke, fill your glaſſes full, 
And let me wander not unſeen, 
'By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green : 
There I laid her down, and I towzled her about, 
With my fal lal la fal la] lal lal lal la. 
And I began to ſay fair lady lay your robes aſide, 
No longer muſt you glory in your locks are before ; 
And if you will have her, you muſt fly to her arms, 
And catch her by the heigh ho ! whoſe above, 
Nobody here, but I my love, 
Shall I come up and ſee how you do ? 
Ay ! marry who knocks at my chamber door, 
*Tis I all ſhiv'ring and ſhaking, poor enſign Beverly. 
Dear Molly for what ſhould we ſtay, 
Till our blood begins to run 
' Down the red lane, down the red lane, 
So merrily runs the fox down among the dead men. 
There let ambition fire thy mind, 
Thou wert born ve mortals that loves drinking, 
_- apply yourſelves to me. | 
| *Tis I, 


( xx1 ) 
"Ti: I, 'tis I, 'tis Imad Tom, drives all before me, 
While to my royal throne I come, 
Bow down down down, bow down down down, 
Bow down, my ſlaves, and adore me, 
Your ſov'reign lord the King. 
Long live our noble King, God ſave the King, 
Send him viCtorious 
Happy happy happy pair, 
None but the brave, none but the brave, 
Shall fight, fight and record, 
The girls in our town, 
The black, the yellow, the fair, the brown. 
With an old woman cloathed in grey, 
Whoſe daughter was charming and young 
And ſhe was deluded away, | 
By old fir Simon the king, 
And young fir Simon the *{quire, 
With Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 
Each lad with his laſs hither come, 
With ſinging and dancing, 
And pleaſure advancing, 
To celebrate harveſt home, | 
For we're gayly yet, and we're gayly yet, 
And we're not very fow, but we're gayly yet, 
Then fit you a while, and tipple a bit, 
For we're not very fow, but we're gayly yet. 


S 0 N 6. 


To the Tune of, Gayly yet, 


A LASS four lovers had, 
And they had wit, fir, 
At leaſt they all thought ſo, 
But all four were bit, fir ; 
For each one expected the lady to get, 
Aad thus they began to tune, gayly yet, | 
We're gayly yet, &c. &c. 


II. 


ain) 
II. 
A ſpruce Attorney, 
On circuit journey, 
Firſt ſaw her face, fir, 
And put his caſe, fir; | 
He begg'd for a judgment, ſhe cou'd not be granting, 
For in execution ſhe found he was wanting. 
For caſes of equity, 
Are but ſtupidity, 
Coke upon Littleton, 
Merely a Simpleton ; 
Love's courts and law's courts, tho' in one agree, 
That client ſucceeds who pays the beſt fee, 
We're gayly yet, &c. 
| III. N 
The next man ready, 
Was nick- nam'd Paddy, 
He came from Connaught, 
To cure the Bonnioch; 


The man of the law, he twirl'd round by the ſleeve, 


Clapp'd hand on his ſword,” and call'd out by your 
e leave, 
Then down low, bowing, 
His manners ſhewing, 
He cry'd, my jewel, 
Oh don't be cruel, 
If you wou'd I wou'd die, there's no more to be ſaid, 
And ſue you for damages when I am dead ; 
Then arrah, my Judy, Judy,arrah, my Judy he cry'd, 
Oh, love poor Paddy, poor Paddy, and make poor 
Paddy your bride, We're gayly yet, &e. 
IV, 


A country clown, fir, 
uſt come to town, fir, 
as brought by his tutor, 
To be her ſuitor | 
He twirl'd his hat round, ſcratch'd his head, made a 
bow, 
Then grin'd like an ape, and cry'd, how do you my : 
le 
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(. xxi11 ) 
He talk'd of hops, and of wool, and corn crops, 


Of ghoſts, witches, fairies, of milking and dairies, 
And as how, that as ſo he'd his houſe-keeper make 


her; 
Nay, for better or worſe, *fore the the parſon would 
take her, We're '89y'y yet, & c. 


V. 


Then enter'd reeling, 
His bumper ſpilling, 
With wig and ſhirt rumpled, 
His face all be pimpled ; 
Tom Toper, who ſwore, he came there to be merry, 
And the laſs he wou'd pierce like a pipe of canary ; 
He ſtrove to embrace her, 
But fell on his face, fir, 
She frighted, withdrew, fir, 
To Ramble ſhe flew, fir; 
From the Law, Paddy, Clown, and the Drunkard 
ſhe ſlipt, | 
With Wit, and young Ramble to Ds tript, 
They're gayly yet, and they're gay'y yet, 
And they” not very fou, 
But theyre gayly yet, 
Then fit ye a while, and ripple. a bit, 
For we're not very ou, but we're gayly yet. 


. 
To to the Tune of, I'm /ike a Skiff on the Ocean toſi d. 


S Doll beneath the hay-mow flept, 
While mid-day ſun diſcharg'd his rays, 
Sly Dick obſervant ſoftly crept, 
Reſolv'd the nymph to ſeize, . 
He preſs'd her ſo tight, that ſhe wak'd in a fright 2 : 
I'm ſtifled, —why Richard, I won't be us'd ill. 
I won't, O rot you don't, 
Pray tell me what's your will ? 


6 | * 


(11 
* 


T come, ſays Dick, to have ſome chat, 
Then cloſe to her's his lips he ſqueezed, 
Says Doll, I gueſs what you'd be at, 
But now I won't be teaz'd. 
She roſe up to be gone, and he tumbled her down, 
She call'd out for help, and thus beg'd of the clown, 
O Dick, don't, forbear, 
Pray tel! me what's your will? 


III. | 


Upon the new made hay ſhe fell; 
Too weak Dick's fury to repreſs 
What happen'd there I dare not teh, 
| | But all are free to gueſs, 
*Tis whiſper'd the ſtill kept crying out, don't, 
I'll call out my mother, depend Dick upon't ; 
I won't, you ſhan't, I can't, 
Pray tell me what's your will? 


IV. 


The chorus birds ſung o'er their heads, 
The breezes quiv'ring thro' the prove, 
The hay ſmelt ſweet, green look'd the meads 2 
All nature figh'd out love. 
Dick offer'd to riſe, but the languiſhing cries, 
As panting ſhe lay with her love-ſwimming eyes, 
A moment Dick be til}, 
Since now you've had your will, 
V. 


Lord, cries the girl, you haſty men, 
Of love afford but one poor proof; 
Our fowls at home, each Sparrow hen 
Is ten times better off, 
Tho? you've had your will, yet there's mine to come 
ſill, 
Dick knew what ſhe meant, and roſe up at the hint, 
Her wiſhes to fulfil. 
He let her have her will, 
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For what are they born for ? Why nobody knows. 


( xv ) 
S ON s. 
To the Tune of, The Miller of Mansfield. 
J EL ſing you a ſong, firs, it is my intention, 
Moft folks I ſhall ſneer at, yet nobody mention 
Nobody, you'll cry out, lord, that muſt be ſtuff, 


No, in ſinging I'm nobody, that? s the firſt proof, 
Toll de roll, &e, 


M5 -; 
*Tis nobody, nobody ſces the pranks play'd, 


| When nobody's by, betwixt maſter and maid z 


When ſhe cries out, be quiet, ſomebody will hear us, 
He ſoſtly replies, child, there's nobody near us. 
Toll de roll, &e. 


III. 


But big with child proving, ſhe's quickly Liſcarded, 
When favours are granted, nobody's rewarded ; 
When examin'd, the cries out, O Jeſu forbid it, 
If I am got with child, it was nobody did it. 
Toll de roll, &c. 
TY, | 


When by ftealth her gallant the wanton wiſe leaves, 
The footſteps are hard, and her ſpouſe thinks it 
thieves ; 
He ſtarts in a fright, calls out loudly, who's there, 
The wife pats his cheek, and cries, nobody dear, 
Toll de roll, &c, 


Yo: 


Nobody's a name, every body will own, 

When ſomething they ſhou'd be aſham'd of they've 
done ; 

*Tis a name that is fit for old maids and young beaux, 


Toll de roll, &c. 
VI. 


(i 
VI. 


But of nobody here, now enough has been ſung, 
If nobody's angry, then nobody's wrong; 
I hope for free ſpeaking I ſhall not be blam'd, 
Who can be offended when nobody's nam'd, 
| | Tuoll de roll, & e. 


S ON 
A Deſcription of a WINE VAULT, 


To the Tune of, The Hounds are all out, 


COntented I am, and contented I'll be, 
For what can this world more afford; 
Then a girl that will ſociable fit on my knee, 
And a cellar as ſociable ſtored. 
My brave boys, &. 
IT, | 


My vault door is open, deſcend every gueſt, 
Spoil that caſk, ay, that caſk we will try 
*Tis as ſweet, as the lips of your love to the taſte, 
And as bright as her cheeks to the eye, 
My brave boys, &c. 
III, 


In a piece of ſlit hoop, I my candle have ſtuck, 
"Twill light us each bottle to hand; 
The foot of my glaſs, for the purpoſe I broke, 
For I hate that a bumper ſhould ftand. 
My brave boys, &c. 
IV, 
Sound thoſe pipes, they're in tune, and yon bings are 
well fill'd, 
View that heap of old Hock in your rear; 
Thoſe bottles of Burgundy, mark how they're pil'd, 
Like artillery, tier over tier. 
| My brave boys, &C, 


V. 
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( xxvii } 
V. 


My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flaſks, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review; 
When I caſt my eyes round, I conſider my caſks, 
As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue, | 
| My brave boys, &c 
VI, 
Like Macedon's madman, my glaſs I'll enjoy, 
In defiance of Gravel or Gout ; 
He cried, when he had no more worlds to deſtroy, 


I'll weep, when my liquor is out. 
My brave boys, &C, 


VII. 


While the lamp is brim full, ſee the flame brightly 
ſhines | 
But when moiſture is wanting, decays 
Repleniſh the lamp of my life with rich wines, 
Or elſe there's an end of the blaze, 
| 5 My brave boys, &c. 
VIII. | 


Tis my will when I end, not a tear ſhall be ſhed, 
No hic Jacet be cut on my ſtone 
But pour on my coffin a bottle of Red, 
And ſay, that my Drinking is done, 
My brave boys, &c. 


A D1aLocur between the POPE and the DEVIL, 


On the Gux-POwDER Pror. 
To the Tune of, The Twitcher, 


8 O ME twelve months ago, 
(An hundred or ſo) 
The Pope went to viſit the Devil, 
And if you'll attend, 
You'll find, to a friend, 
Old Nick can behave very civil, brave boys, 
Old Nick can behave very civil, 


r 0 


{ xxviii } 


II, 
Oh! ho! quoth the ſeer, 
+ What a plague make you here? 
To be ſure tis ſome wonderful maggot; 
.Come, fit by the fire, 
Nay, prithee draw nigher, 
Here, devil, lay on t'other faggot, good boy, 
| Here, devil lay on t'other faggot, 
| III. 
Vou are welcome to Hell; 
I hope things are well 
At Paris, Madrid, and at Rome 
And now you elope, 
I ſuppoſe, honeſt Pope, 
The conclave will hang out a broom, ſad rogues, © 
The conclave will hang out a brooms 
IV. 
Then his Holineſs cry'd, 
All jeſting aſide ; | 
Give the Pope and the Devil their dues, 
| For I tel] thee, old lad, 
I ſhall make thy heart glad, 
I have brought thee mo#? e:cellent news, old boy, 
| I have brought thee moſt excellent news. 


There's a Plot to beguile, 
An obſtinate iſle, 
Call'd Britain, that heretick nation, 
Who ſo flyly behav'd, 
In hopes to be ſav'd, 
By the means of a damn'd reformation, oh! ſtrange, 
By the means of a damn'd reformation. 
VI, 
Shou'd we kill one by one, 
Ve ſhall never have done, 
Nor defiroy the whole heretick race; 
For as ſoon as one's dead, 
Like the fam'd Hydra's head; 
Another ſprings up in his place, oh! ſtrange! 
Another ſprings up in his place, 
: VII, 


| . 


VII. 
But I tell thee, old Nick, 
A We will play 'em a trick, 
Y A trick that ſhall ſerve for the nounce ; 
3 For this day, before dinner, 
E Or J am ſinner; 
; We'll blow up the raſcals at once, rare news, 
; We'll blow the raſcals at once, 
( VIII. 
There's powder enough, 
And combuſtible ſtuff, 
In thirty and odd truſty barrels ; 
Shall blow all together, 
The Lord can tell whither, 
And this way at once end our quarrels, old boy, 
And this way at once end our quarrels, 
IX, 
When the Parliament meets 
And are trying their wits, 
In poring o'er muſty old papers ; 
We'll give em a greeting, 
Will blow up their meeting, 
And try who can cut the beſt capers, old boy, 
And try who can cut the beſt capers, 
X, 


When the King and his ſon, 
And the Parliament's gone, 
And the people all left in the lurch; 
Things ſhall take their old ſtation, 
For you'll rule the nation, 
And I'll be the head of the Church, rare news, 
And I'll be the head of the Church, a 
XI. 
As theſe words were ſaid, 
There pops in the head, 
| Of an old jeſuitical wight, 
3 Says he, you're miſtaken, 
7 They have all ſav'd their bacon, 
But Jemmy ſtill ſtinks of the fright, ſad news, 
6 But Jemmy ill ſtinks of the fright, 
* XII. 
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( xxx } 
XII, 
Then Satan was ſtruck, 
And ſaid, tis ill luck, 
But you for your pains muſt be thanked 5 
So he call'd to the door, 
Six devils, or more, 
And they toſs' d the poor Pope in a blanket, poor Pope, 
And they toſs'd the poor Pope in a blanket, 


s O N G, 


Tune, Aud a benny young lad was my Jockey. 


ONE evening when primroſes painted the fields, 
And the ſun gently ſetting, the ruddy clouds gilds; 
When the warblers wing-pois'd, to the neſt tuneful 
ſtray' d, | | 
Fond Celia reclin'd, on her elbow was laid, 
And ſigh'd for a»——what ! ſhall I tell ye, 
II, 


The violets their odours offer'd up to the fair, 
'The babbling brook tinkled, to pleaſe the nymph's 
ear; 
But unn otic d each flower, its perfumes diffus'd 
Nor with birds, nor brock's muſic, was Celia amug'd, 
| She figh'd for a——what ! ſhall I tell ye. 
III. 


Bold Damon advancing, ſhe bluſh'd at the gueſt, 

He knelt, ſeiz'd her hand, and ſunk down on her 
| breaſt ; 

In plaintive ſounds trembling, ſhe murmur'd, forbear, 

Oh, fie, my dear Damon, I'Il cry out I ſwear, © 

Oh! what are you doing pray tell rae, 

4 IV 

With a kiſs by love darted, he ſilenced each plaint, 

As more herce grew the ſhepherd, the ny mph grew 

naiore faint; | | 
ER Till 
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In courage a hind, in conc&it.a gaſcoon. 


( xx ) 


Till the only cou'd ſob out, nay, what wou'd you, 
Oh! Damon, dear Damon, oh! do not, do, do. 
Oh! what are you doing pray tell me. 


v 


Then love's ſofteſt languiſh, ſwam thro' each fond 
Journ 
And rapt'rous convulſions her quiv' ring limbs ſhook ; 
Words inward ſunk, ſigh'd ſtopp'd, as melting the lay, 
And ſhe ſtrove, tho* *twas feebly, as if ſhe wou'd ſay, 
Oh ! what are you doing pray tell me, 


Vi. 


At length gazing ſpeechleſs, words dy'd on her tongue, 
Before her dimm'd fight the clouds danc'd ſwitt 
along ; 
Reviving, ſhe turn'd, and on dear Damon ſhe glanc'd, 
And again, and again, and again was entranc'd, 
With a what was it, fir, ſhall I tell ye, 


favourite SONG inthe REPRI SAL 


Sung by Miſs Macklin, as the Theatre Royal in 
Drury -Lane, | 


PROM the man whom I love, tho my heart 1 
diſguiſe, 
I will freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe ; 
And if he has ſenſe to ballance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take the hint from the Picture I draw: 
And if he has ſenſe, &c, 


II. | 
A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau, 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a crow 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon, 


Ajpeacock in pride, Ce, 

N11. 

Aò a vulture rapacious, in falſhood a fox, 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks 


* 
— 


: ( ) 
a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hog, 
+ miſchief an ape, and in fawning a dog, | 
As a tyger ferocious, &c, 
In a word, to ſum up all his talents together, 
His heart is of lead, and his brain is of feather ; 
yet if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take the hint, from the picture I draw, 
Yet if he has ſenſe, &c, 


S O N 8. 
To a New Tune. 
O the words that I ſing fellow ſubjects attend, 


Believe them for Truth and the thoughts of 2 


friend, 
For while that we wiſely and jointly agree, 


There's none are ſo happy ſince none are ſo free. 


Then let us unite and moſt chearfully join, 
To ſupport a good king in a proteſtant line, 


We'll ne'er be oblig'd after Friar's to dandle, 


Nor be damn'd when they pleaſe by their bell, boole 


and candle, 


| But Britons repugnant to papal ſubmiſſion, 
Shall laugh atproud Rome, andher damn'd Inquiſition, 


Then let us unite, Cc. 
is for George that we conquer, for George we 


ſubſcribe, 
And I'll warrant we ſcatter the vagabond tribe, 


While George does defend us we've nothing to fear, 


Well drive them to Rome, we've no room for 'em 


r 
Then fill up your Claſſes now time's on the wing, 
And let each loyal ſubject ſay, God ſave the King. 


GO D SAVE TRI KING, 


19 G0 ſave great George our King, 


Long live our noble Klug, 
God fave the King; | 
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{ xxxiii 
Send him viftorious, 
Happy and glorious, | 


Long to reign over us, 
God ſave the King, 


O Lord our God ariſe, 


Scatter his Enemies, 

And make them fall; 
Confound their Politicks, 
Fruftrote their knaviſh Tricks, 
On him our Hopes we fix, | 

God fave us all. 


Thy choiceſt Gifts in ſtore, 

On George be pleas'd to pour, 
Long may he reign ; 

May he defend our Laws, 

And ever give us Cauſe, 

To ſay with Heart and Voice, 
God fave the King, 


Oh! grant that Marſhal Wade 
May, by thy mighty Aid, 
Victory bring; 


| May he Sedition huſh, 


And like a Torrent ruſh, 
Rebellions Scots to cruſh, 
God fave the King, 


Confound tall ſJemmy's Plot, | 
Pope, French, and Spaniſh Knot, 
Confound them all; 7 
Villains notorious, 
Their Fears inglorious, 
Never ſhall conquer us. 

Confound them all. 


O Lord look down, and ſave 
Thy Servant George the brave, 
Our noble King; 


Protect our Church and State, 


And make true Britons hate 


Prieſts with bald- headed Pates, 


Ot the French King. 
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( xxxiv } 

Oh ! now ſome People ſay, 
Young Charles is run away, 

Over to France ; 
*Cauſe he was ſore afraid, 
Of valiant Marſhal Wade, 
For if that he had ſtaid, 

He'd ftood no Chance, 


Since this good News we bring, 
Britons rejoice and ſing 
God fave the King; 

And the royal Family, 
O may they multiply, 
Sing till the Day we die, 
| God ſave the King, 
Let's drink a Health to them, 
Fill your Glaſs to the Brim, 

God fave the King . 
Heavens grant the Wars to ceaſe, 


That Trading may encreaſe, 
Vite in Love and Peace, 


God ſave the King. 
1 1 SON G. 
Iu00 0 the Tune of, Derry down, 


1 5 WARM and wanton one night by her huſband'? 
_ dull fide, 


A wiſhing-wife ſighing-began thus to chide ; 
Dear Jack, it is hard that from me you ſhou'd ſtray, 


Boe content here at home in the middling way, 

_ | „ | Derry down, 

RG et > 11. 
abroad can you find, Jack, you have not at 


1 


8 
* 


23 


53, home ? 
* heard her, but lily reſoly'd to be mum. 
be pull'& him, ſhe pinch'd him, ſhe call'd out, 


„uon, pray 

© Why KEY a do not ſleep, for tis out of the way. 
p _ 4 a . Fe N * , - „ 
EW Derry down, 


___ | 0M III. | 
With a yawn Jack cries out, wife, what is it you 
Tu do all Ican, if my all can content. (want ? 


( wxxv ) 
Vou' re all my dear Jack; why 'tis all I can ſay, 
And all that I want in a middling way, 
Derry dogun. 
IV. 
To obey he began, but began in a hurry, 
And like poor Hans Carvel ſet ma'am in a fury 
Says ſhe, I perceive you well mind what I 82 
Lord, Jack, pray hold ſtill, for you're out of the way. 
82 Derry downs 
V. 
J hate to be tantaliz'd, Jack, and you know it; 
If you have any love for me, now my dear ſhew it. 
oo obey'd her directions, till all ſhe cou'd ſay, 
as, right, you are right in the middling way. 
Derry down, 
| Tis: 
T've ſung you a ſong in a middling way, | 
My finging's but middling, I'm ſure you will ſay; 
Yet ſo fond I'm of ſinging, my muſe next intends 
To fing or ſay ſomething of t'other two ends. 


Which end is the beſt, and which moſt can prevail? 
Why ſhips, birds and fiſhes, are ſteer'd by the tail 
And tho' man and wife for the head may contend, 


I'm ſure there beſt pleas'd when they get t'other end, 
x EG Derry down, 
VIII, * 


. * 


The end of our wiſhes, the end of our wives, 
The end of our loves, and the end of our lives; 
The end of connection twixt miſtreſs and male, 
Tho the head may deſign, has its end in the tail. 


| IX. 

More ends I cou'd name, but theſe are the beſt, 

And no ends can I gain by recounting the reſt; 

Vet one end more I'll add, which you none can think 
5 Wrong, | 3 

And that is to make here an end of my ſong. 

. Derry downs 


* 


Derry down, 


Derry down 
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( *xxvi ) 
S'U N. | 
Tune, On a Time I wvas great, now little am grown, 


PUSH the bottle about, drink my toaſt, and away, 
Round the brim let the liquor be flowing, 
We are robbing of life while we drinking delay, 
So prithee, dear brothers, keep doing. a 
Here'sa health to that man, ho for ſtrength feareth 


Who values no mortal for riches alone, (none, 

Who ne ler treads on the weak, nor gives ſorrow a 

He, he's a true ſon of the bottle. (frown, 
II. 


The ſcience of drinking is better by half 
Then the Ethics of old Ariftotle ; 

'T look at all life, at all life I laugh, 

Except at the life of a bottle, 
Let ſcholiaſts on ſcholiaſts, deny and confound 
The motion of matter, the world's wheeling round; 
ut make them once drunk, and the ſecret is found, 
Such wonders are work'd by the bottle, 


TE Ts III 
The ſportſman arous'd, when the horn calls away, 
* *'Thro? thickſet, o'er quiekſet, will bound, fir ; 
His warm wiſhing wife, may in vain court his ſtay, 
Her requeſt in loud hallowings is drown'd, fir ; 
His ſport is but dull to the ſport that we boaſt, 
So ho, here's a bumper, hark, hark, to the toaſt ; 
Hit it off, and be quick, left the ſcent ſhould be loſt, 
And we're caſt in the chace of a bottle, 1 
* & th : IV. 
Should ſickneſs, deſpair, and captivity join, 
I'll equal the ancients in thinking; 
No cordial, no comfort, I aſk for but wine, 
No freedom demand but for drinking: 
Stood death, like a drawer, to wait on me home, 
Or bailiff-like dare he to ruſh in the room, 
I'll try for one moment to tip him a hum, 


Till I bumper's the laſt of my bottle. # 
„ 4 +. pl 
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Sons I, The Country Wedding. 


ERC LL ts pretty nymph, ſays 4 


jolly young ſwain, 


& w K To a, beautiful ſhepherdeſs crofling - 


the plain: 
MX. x Why ſo — in 15 F (now the 
month it was 
Shall I venture to aſk you, fair ks. which 
Then ftraight this queſtion the n ph did wr, 
N a ſmile in 4. look, and a leer in her eye) 
am come from the village, and homeward I go; 


And now, gentle ſhepherd, pray why would you. 
| know ? 


I hope, pretty maid, you won't take it amiſs, _ 
95 Itell you the reaſon of 6 this; 
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! would ſee you fafe home (now the ſwain was in 
love) 

Of ſuch a companion if you would | png | 

Your offer, kind ſhepherd, is civil, I own, 

But I ſee no great danger in walking alone; 

Nor yet can J hinder, the road being free, 

For one as another; for you, or for me. 


No danger in going alone, it is true, 
But yet a companion is pleafanter too; 


And if you could like (now the fwain he toole 


heart) 
Such a one as me, miſtreſs! we never would part. 
Q that's a long word, ſaid the ſhepherdeſs then, 
Fer I've often been told there's no ) minding you 
men; 
Vou'll ſay and unſay, you'll flatter, tis tre. 
Then leave a poor maiden the next thing you 1 do, 


O judge not ſo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd, 
For to prove what I ſay, I will make you my 


+ bride ; 


To-morrow the parſon (well ſaid little ſwain) 
Shall join both our hands, and make one of us 
twain, 


Now what the nymph anſwer'd, to us is not ſaid - 


But the very next morn to be ſure they were wed. 
Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down, 


Sons II, 


TOO long a giddy wand' ring youth, 


From fair to fair I rov'd ; 
To ev'ry nymph I vow'd my truth, 
Tho? all alike I lov'd 
Yet, when the joy I wiſh'd was paſt, 
My truth appear'd a jeſt; 


| But, truſt me, I'm convinc'd at lat, 


'That er is beſt, 


2 3 
Like other fools, at female wiles 
*Twas my delight to rail; 
Their ſighs, their vows, their tears, their ſmiles, 
Were falſe, I thought, and frail; 
But, by reflection's bright' ning pow'r 
Il fee their worth confeſt; 
That man cannot enough adore ; 
That conſtancy is beſt. 


The roving heart at beauty's fight, 
May glow with fierce deſire ; 

Yet, tho' poſſeſſion yield delight, 
It damps the lawleſs fire; 

But love's celeſtial faithful flames, 

| Still catch from breaſt to breaſt ; 

While ev'ry home-felt joy proclaims, 
That conſtancy ts beſt; 


No ſolid bliſs from change reſults ; 
No real raptures flow; 
But fixt to one the ſoul exults, 
And taſtes of heaven below, 
With love, on ev*ry gen'rous mind, 
Is trath's fair form impreſt ; 
And reaſon dictates to mankind, 


That conſtancy is beſt, 


Sox III. Written in Vaus-hall Co, dens. 
CHASTE queen of night! whoſe gli ring ray 


Now ſil vers o'er the ſcene ; 
Whoſe preſence bids the fairies play, 
And trip the dappled green; 
Here in theſe ſhades, to joy conſign'd, 
Where pleafnre opens all the mind, 
While _ the ſprays thy glimm' ring glanced 


Here will I meditate, and give the muſe my heark. 


. - How pleas's the ſight the view to trace 
— The ſmiles of nature riſe, r | 
B 2 Sweet 


119 


Sweet as the cradled infant's face, 
When ſleep has clos'd its eyes: 
How mild her beauties are diſplay' d! 
With here the light, and there the ſhade ; 
While ev'ry look around, and look above, | 
Awakes th' expanding ſoul to gratitude and love, 


The air what fragrant odours fill, 
| By zephyrs breath'd along 
While nightingales with gurgling trill, =_ 


Invite each other's ſong ; & 
And can I ſee, and feel, and hear, 2 
And not th' all- forming pow'r revere | 3 

Ah, ſoft pale conſcience! pure approach the 2 
ſhrine ! — * 
Oh, youth and folly, why muſt ye ſo conſtant 1 
join? N | E 


And now the ſprightly violin, 
Each gloomy thought refi nes; 2 
The organ peals, the flutes begin, 1 
| And ſhriller hautboy joins : | 1 
My paſſions vary with the ſtrain, 4 
I melt, and glow, and melt again; 3 
And now the drum and trump my calm controul, 1 
And all the native Briton blazes in my ſoul. 3 


But hark] what warblings ftrike my ear 
| Where ſwells that tuneful throat ? 
Tie Vincent! *tis her voice I hear, 
More ſweet than wood-lark's note: 
And hark ! poor Philomel, beguil'd, 
Returns the muſic. ſweetly wild, 
And gladly would by emulation ſtrive, 
To keep the ſoul-enchanting harmony alive, 


Now Stephenſon eſſays her ſkill, 
Soft melody to raiſe ; 

Sweet as the pipe that on the hill, 
The artleſs: ſhepherd plays ; 


And 
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And now the notes mellifluous flow, 

Breath'd by the full-ton'd voice of Lowe; 
"Tho? clear, ſonorous; tho' harmonious, ſtrong; 
The 'raptur'd boſom owns the magic of his fong, 


Secluded from the crowd apart, 


Where ſtudious here I ſtray, 
Contentment hovers o'er my heart, 
And flutters care away: 
Beneath her life-infuſing wing, 
The tranquil warm ideas ſpring ; 
While nature and the muſe my ſenſe elate, 
And lift me far above this ſublunary ſtates 


But contemplation now muſt ceaſe ; 
Time calls to quit the ſcene ; 
Adieu ye ſhades of joy and peace ! 
Adieu night's filver queen! 
Now in the world again I range, 
And thought's impos'd a poor exchange ; 
While but this ſage reflection's left behind: : 
That heav'n forms nought with pow'ss precarious 23 
the mind. 


IV. Fortune and the Lover. A CAN TAT 


Recitative. 


YOoUuN 0 wks Daphne Damon lov'd yu 
trut 

She bright in charms, and he a comely youtk 5 

Ah, cruel nymph ! no ſoft conceſſion ? — no! 

Tis mighty ſtrange ! but women will do fo, 
Dame Fortune, pitying, led the love-ſick ſwain, 
In penſive mood, along the flow'ry plain ; 

Then whiſper'd, Caſt thine eyes to yonder ſhade, 
He did; and ſaw reclin'd the blooming maid 
Urg'd by the goddeſs, boldly he advanc'd, 

While in his breaſt his heart with rapture danc'd ; 
Smil'd on the fair, ſat down, and ſnatch'd a kiſs, 


Then ſung, in prelude to expected bliſs, 


B 3 Air, 
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Too long has Daphne ſcorn'd a youth; 
Whoſe gentle flame, and ſpotleſs truth; 

Her boſom ſhould approve; 

But now her eyes, that chear the day, 

In beams of ſoft compliance play, 

And love ſhall meet with love, 
EReecitative. 

Perhaps, the fair diſſembler made reply, 
Perhaps my ſcorn was Damon's heart to try; 
But, ſhould our joys yon prying ſhepherds ſee, 
How wonld they talk of you, and laugh at me ! 
For one day more ſuſpend your ardent love; 
At twelve to-morrow, in the myrtle grove 
Attend ; — be patient, ſecret, and be bleſt; 
Remember twelve ; — let fancy paint the reſt, 
Brib'd by her words, on honour's ſtrict parole, 
The ſwain diſmiſs'd the partner of his ſoul. 
All tedious pafs'd the live-long night away; 
At length the lark proclaim'd the new-born day, 


When Damon roſe; and ſought th' appointed 


bow'r; 


Invoking Sol to haſte the noon- tide hour: 
It came. —— The clock ſtruck one, two, three, 


* four; ſtre, . a 
No Daphne came; — yet Daphne was alive: 
Deſpair and rage the ſhepherd's mind divide; 
Oh, cruel Fortune! cheating nymph ! he cry'd, , 
Juſt had he ſpoke, when near, though unconfeſs'd; 
he injur'd goddeſs thus the fool addreſs' d: 
25 | i Air. ; * 
Fortune thou no more ſhalt ſee, 
 Hid in clouds, ſhe ſpeaks to thee ! 
. Idleloit'rer ! filly ſwain ! 

Why of me doſt thou complain ? 

Late ! Jed thee where thy art FAD 

Might have won the fair-one's heart; 

Cold, or kind, thou didſt pot win it 

Fool, to miſs the lucky minute. 


* 


Dias 


1 


Didſt thou eredulous believe, 
2 meant not to deceive? 


id thy heart not pane for bliſs, 
Animated by a kiſs ? 


Vain thy future ſuit ſhall prove; 
Woman ſhould be preſs'd to love ; 
And ſhe thinks the duce is in it, — 
If you miſs the lucky minute, 


* So NG V. 
Y OUNG Daphne was the prettieſt maid 


The eyes of love could ſee; 
And but one fault the charmer had; 

*T was cruelt to me. 
No ſwain that e'er t 4 nymph ador'd, 

Was fonder, or was younger; 
Yet when her pity I implor'd, 

„Twas © Stay a little longer.“ | 
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©, It chanc'd I met the blooming fair, 

' # One may-morn in the grove ; 

"8 When Cupid whiſper” d in my ear, 

i «© Now, now's the time for love.“ 

I J claſp'd the maid, it wak'd her pride, 

'J © What, did I mean to wrong hep ?'* 
3 Not ſo, my gentle dear, I cry'd, 

C But love will ſtay no longer. 


Then, kneeling at her feet, I ſwore, 
2 8 How much Ilov'd, how well; 
And that my heart, which beat for her, 
With her ſhould ever dwell, 
Conſent ſtood ſpeaking in the eye, 
Of all my care's prolonger ; 
Yet ſoft ſhe utter'd, with a ſigh, 
| Oh, ſtay a little longer. 
The conflict in her ſoul I ſaw, 
Twixt virtue and deſire; 
Ph; e 1 = let Hywen' s law 


Give ſanction to love's fire, 
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Ye lovers, gueſs how great my joys; 


Could rapture well prove ſtronger 4 
When virtue ſpoke, in Daphne's voice, 


You now ſhall ſtay no longer, 


Sons VI 


THE wicked wits, as fancy hits, 
All ſatyriſe the Fair; 


In proſe and rhime, and ſtrains ſublime, 


Their foibles they declare: 


The kind are bold; the chaſte are cold; 


Theſe prudiſh; thoſe too free; 
Ye curious men, come tell us then, 
What ſhould a woman be ! 


But hard's the taſk, and vain to aſc, 


Where optics are untrue ; 
The muſe ſhall here th' indicted clear, 
And prove the crimes on you : 


The rake is cloy'd, when ſhe's enjoy'd, 


On whom his wiſh was plac'd ; 
The fool deny'd, affects the pride, 
And rails to be in taſte, 


But not like theſe, the men of bliſs, 
Their ſure criterion fix; 

No; wiſdom cries, my ſons ariſe, 
And vindicate the ſex ! 


Tis theirs to prove thoſe ſweets of love, 


Which others never ſhare ; 
And evidence, that none have ſenſe, 
But who adore the fair. 


Ye blooming race, with ev'ry grace, 
Celeſtially impreſt ! 

*Tis yours to quell the cares that dwell 

: Within the human breaſt; 

At beauty's voice, our ſouls rejoice, | 


And rapture wakes to birth 
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And [ove defign'd th' enchanting kind, 
To form a heaven on earth, 


Oh, ev'y art to win the heart, 
Ye dear inſpirers try; 
Each native charm, with faſhion arm, 
And let love's light'nings fly; 
And henee, ye grave, your counſel ſave, 
Which youth but ſets at nought; 
For woman ſtill will have ber will 
And ſo I think ſhe ought, 


SoxG VII, 
"Y HE fun in virgin luſtre ſhone, 


May morning put its beauties on; 
The warblers ſung in livelier ſtrain, 
And ſweeter flow'rets deck'd the plain, 
When love, a ſoft intruding gueſt, 
That long had dwelt in Damon's breaft, 
Now whiſper'd, To the nymph away ! 
For this is nature's holiday. 


The tender impulſe wing'd his haſte; 


The painted mead he inftant Þaſs'd 
And ſoon the happy cott be gain'd, 
Where beauty ſlept, and filence reign'd: 
Awake, my fair! the ſhepherd cries, 
To new-born pleaſure ope thine eyes; 
Ariſe, my Sylvia! hail! the May, 

For this is nature's holiday, 


Forth came the maid, in beauty bright, 
As Phoebus in meridian light; 
Entranc'd in rapture, all confeſs'd, 
The ſhepherd claſp'd her to his breaſt ; 
Then gazing, with a ſpeaking eye, 

He fnatch'd a kiſs, and heav'd a figh ; 
A melting figh, that ſeem'd to ſay, 
Conũder youth's our holiday, | 
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Ah, foft, ſhe ſaid, for pity's ſake, 
What kiſs one ere I'm well awake? 
For this ſo early came you here? 
And hail you thus the riſing year? 
Sweet Innocence ! forbear to chide, 
We'll haſte to joy, the ſwain reply dz 


In pleaſure's flow'ry fields we'll fray, 
And this ſhall be love's holiday. 


A crimſon glow warm'd o'er her cheek ; 
She look'd the things fe dar'd not ſpealc 3 
Content own'd nature's ſoft command, 
And Damon ſeiz'd her trembling hand 2 
His dancing heart in tranſports play'd, 

To church he led the bluſhing maid; 
Then bleſs'd the happy morn of May, 
And now their life's all holiday. 


VIII. Fur our Country. An O p x, Alapted 50 


Mr. Apne's Muſi ic, of Rule Britannia, 


AS liberty, from out the ſky, 
Held o'er our iſle her ſcepter'd hand, 
Griev'd was the goddeſs, breath'd a figh, 
And thus beſpoke the ſinking land: 


Shame! inglorious race grow wiſe, 


And Antigallicans ariſe, 


In ancient time, your ſires renown'd, 
With honeſt heart, and furly face, 
Fought well their battles, gain'd their ground, 
And ſcorn'd the punic Gallic race: 
Shame! inglorious ſons grow wiſe, 
And Antigallicans ariſe, 


No fopp'ries then were ap'd from 1 
Their language was as plain as dreſs: 
Think on their honours, oh, advance! 
And heaven ſhall your endeayours bleſs: 
Hence victorious reign, and wiſſ, | 


Ard Antigalicans ariſe, 


e 


( 1 ) 


Ye facred few ! who boaſt the name, 
Whoſe boſoms burn with patriot fire, 
Hail friends of freedom! dear to fame, 
And grac'd with all that gods admire ! 
- You're tranſcendent, great, and wiſe, 
Who Antigallicans ariſe, 


*Tis your's to bid fair Science ſmile, 

To welcome commerce to our ſhore ; 
15 Teach arts to flouriſh round the iſle, 

And Britain to itſelf reſtore : 
You're tranſcendent, great and wiſe, 

Who Antigallicans arite, 


4 Again ſhould curſt rebellion glow, 
© Or bold invaſion ſpread its wing, 
Then arm'd, revengeful, on the foe, 

To ſave their country and their king; 
All couragious,. gen'rous, wile ! 


The Antigallicans ſhall riſe. 


0 And when this globe fliall melt away, 
== The temples fink, the columns fall, 
2 Then ſhall, diſtinguifh'd as the day, 

4 | The beams of glory crown them all ; 
J And imperial in the ſkies, | 
The Antigallicans ſhall riſe. 


SonG II, Lady Anne Bothwel's Lamentations 


BLOW, my boy, lie ſtill and ſleep, 
It grieve me ſore to hear the weep; 
If thou'lt be ſilent, I'll be glad, 
Thy mourning makes my heart full ſad, 
Balow, my boy, thy mother's joy, 
Thy father bred me great annoy. 
Balow, my hoy, lie ſtill and ſleep, 


It grieves me ſore to bear the awcep 
4 Balow, my darling, fleep a while, 
3 And when thou wak'ſt then ſweetly imile | 
F 9 | But 
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But fmile not as thy father did, : 
To cozen maids, nay God forbid; 5 
For in thine eye, his look I ſee, : 
The tempting look that rujn'd me, 5 
Balou, my boy, &c. 2 
When he began to court my love, 4 
And with his ſugar'd words to move, 2 
His tempting face and flatt'ring chear, . 
In time to me did not appear; | 4 
But now I ſee that cruel he, 1. 
Cares neither for his babe nor me. = 
 Balow, my boy, &c. 2 
Farewel, farewel, thou falſeſt youth, "4 
That ever kiſt a woman's mouth, "I 
Let never any after me, ' , 
Submit unto thy courteſy s 3 
For, if they do, O! cryel thou I 
Wilt her abuſe, and care not how. E- 


Balow, my boy, &c. 2 
I was too cxed'lous at the firſt, ' 17 
To yield thee all a maiden aurſt, 3 
Thou ſwore ſor ever true to prove, 
Thy faith unchang d, unchang'd thy love; 4 
But quick” as thought the change is wrought, 3 
Thy love's no more, thy promiſe nought. . 
Balow, my boy, &c. 1 
J wiſh J were a maid again, 7 
From young men's flattery I'd refrain, 3 
For now unto my grief I fiad 1 
They all are er and unkind: 
Bewitching charms bred all my harms, 
Witneſs my babe lies in my arms. 
Balow, my boy, &c. 
J take my fate from bad to worſe, 
That I muſt needs be now a nurſe, 
And lull my young ſon on my lap, 
From me {weet orphan take the pap, 
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But ſhe'll forgive, tho? not forget. 


een 

Balow, my child, thy mother mild 

Shafl wail as from all bliſs. exil'd. 
Baloꝛo, my boy, &c. | 


Balow, my boy, weep not for me, 

Whoſe greateſt grief's for wronging thee, 

Nor pity her deſerved ſmart, | 

Who can blame none but her fond heart 

For, too ſoon truſting, lateſt finds, 

With faireſt tongues are falſeſt minds, 
Bolyw, my — &c. | 


Balow, my boy, thy father's fled, 
When he the thriftleſs ſon has play'd, 
Of vows and oaths, forgetful he 
Preferr'd the wars to thee and me. 
But now perhaps thy curſe and mine A | 
Make him eat acorns with the ſwines | 
Bal, my boy, & e. M 


But curſe not bim; perhaps now he, 
Stung with remorſe, is bleſſing thee : 
Perhaps at death; for who can tell 
Whether the ſudge of heaven and hell, 
By ſome proud foe has ſtruck the blow, 
And laid the dear deceiver low. 

Balow, my boy, &c. 
I wiſh I were into the bounds, 
Where he lies ſmother'd in his wounds, 
Repeating, as he pants for air, 
My name, whom once he call'd his fair, 
No woman's vet ſo fiercely ſet, 


Balow, my boy, &e. 
If linen Jacks, for my love's fake, 
Then quickly to him would I make 
My ſmock once for his Body meet, 
And wrap him in that winding-ſheet, 
Ah me! how happy had I been, 
If he had ne'er been wrapt therein, 
Balow, myy boy, &c, 1 
| Balow, 


(44) 
Balow, my boy, I'll weep for thee ; 
Too ſoon, alake, .thou'lt weep for me: 
Thy griets are growing to a tum, 
God grant thee patience when they com? 
Born to ſuſtain thy mother's ſhame, 0 
A hapleſs fate, a baſtard's name. 


Balou, my boy, lieſtill and ſleep, 
It grieves me ſore to hear thee Weep. 


Song X. Humphrey Gubbins's Courtſhip, 


A Courting I went to my love, 
Who is ſweeter than roſes in May, 
And when I came to her, by Jove, 
The devil a word I could ſay, 
I walk'd with her into the garden, 
There fully intending to woo her; 
But may I be ne'er worth a farthing, 
If of love 1 faid any thing to her, 


I claſp'd her hand cloſe to my breaſt, | 

While my heart was as light as a feather, 
Yet nothing I ſaid, I proteſt, 

But, Madam, tis very fine weather. 
Unto an arbor I did her attend, | 
She afk'd me to come and fit by her; 

I crept to the furthermoſt end, 
For I was afraid to come nigh her. 


I aſk'd hey which way was the wind; 
For I thought in ſome talk we muſt enter, 
Why, Sir, ſhe anſwer'd and grinn'd, 


Have you juſt ſent you wits for a venture? 


Then into the parlour ſhe goes, 
Where I vow'd I my paſſion would tiy; 
But there was as ſtill as a mouſe, . 


Oh! what a dull booby was I. 


Scng 


6239 
Sox XI. 7 Love a ſweet Paſſion, 


JF love's a ſweet paſſion, why does it torment # 
If a bitter, O tell me, whence comes my con- 
ent? 
Since I * with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain? 
Or grieve at my fate, fince I know tis in vain ? 
Vet ſo pleafihg the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
hat at once it both wounds me, and tickles my 
heart. 


Teraſp ber hands gently, look languiſhing down, 
nd by paſhonate ſilence I make my love known; 
But oh! how I'm bleſt, when ſo kind ſhe does 
prove, | | 

By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 

When in ſtriving fo hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 

And our eyes tell each other what neither dare 
name, 


How pleaſing is beauty, how ſweet are the 
charms? | 

1 How delightful embraces, how peaceſul her arms? 

1 Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 

4 *T'is taught us on earth, and by all things above: 

Y And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes muſt 

For tis ety that conquers, and keeps the fair 

eld. 


3 Song XII. Charming Sally. 
2 SURF Sally is the lovelieſt laſs 
That e'er gave ſhepherds glee ; 
Not May-day with its morning dreſs, 
Is half ſo ſweet as ſhe, 
Let poets paint the Paphian queen 
And fancy'd forms adore ; 
Ye bards had you my Sally ſeen, 
You'd think of thoſe no more, 


(14) 


Balow, my boy, I'll weep for thee ; 
Too ſoon, alake, .thou'lt weep for me: : 
Thy griets are growing to a tum, 
God grant thee patience when they come 
Born to ſuſtain thy mother's ſhame, 

A hapleſs fate, a baſtard's name. 


Balow, my boy, lie fiill and ſleep, 
It grieves me ſore to hear thee r 


SonG x. Humphrey Gubbins's Courtſhip, 


A Courting I went to my love, 
Who is ſweeter than roſes in May, 

And when I came to her, by Jove, 

The devil a word I could ſay. 
I walk'd with her into the garden, 

There fully intending to woo her 
But may I be ne'er worth a farthing, 
If of love J faid any thing to her. 


I claſp'd her hand cloſe to my breaſt, 
While my heart was as light as a feather, 
Yet nothing 1 ſaid, I proteſt, 
But, Madam, tis very fine weather. 
Unto an arbor I did her attend, 
She afk'd me to come and fit by her; 
I crept to the furthermoſt end, 
For I was afraid to come nigh her, 


I aſk'd hey which way was the wind; 

For I thought in ſome talk we muſt enter. 
Why, Sir, ſhe anſwer'd and grinn'd, 

Have you juſt ſent you wits for a venture 2 
Then into the parlour ſhe goes, 

Where I vow'd I my paſſion would tiy 3 z 
But there was as ſtill as a mouſe, 


Oh ! what a dull booby was I, 
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(nz) 
Son XI. 17 Love's* a fweet Paſſion, 


F love's a ſweet paſſion, why does it torment # 
If a gow, O tell me, whence comes my con- 
ent? 

Since I ſuffet with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain ? 
Or grieve at niy fate, fince I know 'tis in vain ? 

et ſo pleafing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me, and tickles my 

heart. | | 


I graſp hbr hands gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate filence I make my love known; 
But oh! how I'm bleſt, when ſo kind ſhe does 

prove, 85 bo 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 
When in ſtriving fo hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare 


naine, 
How pleaſing is beauty, how ſweet are the 
charms ? | 


How delightful embraces, how peaceſul her arms ? 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
Tis taught vs on earth, and by all things above: 
And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes muſt 
| yield, | | 
For *tis 2 that conquers, and keeps the fair 
| eld. | 


Song XII. Charming Sally, 


CURE Sally is the lovelieſt laſs 
That e'er gave ſhepherds glee 

Not May-day with its morning dreſs, 
Is half ſo ſweet as ſhe. 

Let poets paint the Paphian queen 

And fancy'd forms adore ; 

Ye bards had you my Sally ſeen, 

You'd think of thoſe no more, 
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No more you'd prate of Hybla's hill, 
Where bees their honey ſip 


Did ye but know the ſweets that dwell, 
On Sally's love-taught lip. 


But, oh! take heed ye tuneful ſwains, 


The ripe temptations ſnun; 
Or elſe like me you 'd wear her chain, 
Like tae you'd be undone. 


' Once in my cot ſecure I ſlept, TO 
Then, lark-like, hail'd the dawn; 


More ſportive than the kids I kept, 
I wanton'd o'er the lawn, 


To ev' ry maid love tales I told, 


And did my truth aver ; 


Yet e're the parting kiſs was cold, 


1 haugh'd at love and her. 


Ie But now the gloomy grove I ſeek, 


Where love-lorn ſhepherds fray ; 
But to the winds my grief I ſpeak, 
Sighing my ſoul away, 


Nonght but deſpair my fancy paints, 
No dawn of hope I ſee, 


For Sally's pleas'd at my complaints, 


And laughs at love and me, 


Since this my poor neglected lambs, 
7. So late my only care, 
e their fondling, fleecy dams, 
And ſtray d I know not where. 


FI my ewes, in vain ye bleat; 
My lambkins loft, adieu; 

No wore we on the plain ſhall meet, - 

For loſt's your ſhepherd too, 
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Sons XIII. 


WA 8 Nancy but a rural maid, 
And I her only ſwain, 
To tend our flocks in verdant mead. 
And on the verdant plain 
Oh how I'd pipe upon my reed, 
To pleaſe the lovely maid 
Whilſt from all ſenſe of care ware freed, 
Beneath an oaken ſhade, 


When lambkins under hedges bleat, 
And rain ſeems in the ſky, 
When to our oaken ſafe retreat, 
We'd both together hie; 
There I'd repeat my vows of love 
Unto the charming fair: 
Whilſt her dear flutt'ring heart ſhould prove, 
Her love, like mine fincere, 


Where Phebus bright finks in the weſt, 
3 And flacks are pent in fold, 


9 Beneath our oaken tree we'd reſt, 

3 In joys not to be told. 

3 Than when Aurora's beams ſet free 
2 The next enliv'ning day, 

3 We'd turn our flocks at liberty, 

ÞB Then down we'd fit and play, 


XIV. Cymon and Tphigenia, A CAN TATA. 


Recitative. . 

n thick grove, whoſe deep embow' ring 

ade N 
Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made; 
A chryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whoſe flow' ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe; 
Thither retir'd from Phebus's ſultry ray, 
And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 
Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt ↄf love, 


By chance was ſtumping to the neighbouring grove 3 
9 „ He 


1 we” 


{ 18 ) 


| He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 


| y whiſtled as he went for want of thought; 
ut when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 
He ſtar d; her lovely form ſurvey'd, 
Oo while with artleſs voice he ſung, 
Beauty and naturè thus inform'd his tongue. 
25 Air. | 
The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 
Completes the rural ſcene ; 
Completes the rural ſcene ; 
But in thy boſom charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd 
Too lovely Iphigene, 
Too lovely Iphigene. 
F  Rewitative, 2 IT 
She . and ſtarts; poor Cymon trembling 
FM ands, 8 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved Hands, 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpell all fear, 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near, 


Half rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies 
1 , 8 n 


O Cymon ! if *tis you, I need not riſe ; 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain, 
Purſue thy way, and let me fleep again : 
The clown, tranſported, was not filent long, 
ut thus with extaſy purſu'd his ſong; 
Air. 
Thy jetted locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets down thy neck; 
Thy love-inſpiring mien, 
Thy love-inſpiring mien; 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape inchant me fo, 
I die for Iphigene, 
1 die for Iphigene. 


E 5 Recitati ve. 1 
Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence, 
The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe ; 


99 


She | gazes, finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, | 
And thinks he might improve his auk ward gate; 
Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 
At the ſame hokr, to meet his faithful Fiend | : 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead, 
And nature's language ſweeteſt will ſucceed, 
„ i, 

Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 

Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; 

Love, el en rage itſelf controul, 

And elevate, and elevate, the human ſoul ; s 

Depriv'd of that, our wretched tate, 

Had made our iives of too long date, 

But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 

We taſte what angels do above, 

What angels do above; 


| Soxne XV: Smile Britannia, 
MILE, ſmile Britannia, ſmile, 
Thy genius comes again, 

To guard thy fruitful iſie, 

And thunder o'er the main; 
Thy gallic ſons diſdain the caſe, 
Now crown thee miſtreſs of the ſeas, 

Wow crown thee miſtreſs of the ſeas, 
While dauntleſs they advance, 

And bid the canncns roar; 
They'll ſcourge the pride of Frances 

And ſhake th' imperial throng 
Detiding triumph o'er the waves, . 
With courage never known to ſlaves, 

. With courage, &c. 


The decks all ſtain'd with N 
The bullets wing' d with fate 3 
The wide and reſtleſs flood, 
Cannot their rage abate: 
n Anſon and in Warren wake, 
The ſouls of Ruſſel and of Blake, Fe 
;, The fouls, dc. | Britons, 
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Britons, purſue the blow, 

Like ſons of freedom fight; 

Convince the haughty foe, | 
That you'll maintain your right: 

Defiance bid to France and Spain, 

Aſſert your empire o'er the main, 
Afert your empire o'er the main. 


Song XVI. The Nun, 


SURE a laſs in her bloom, at the age of nineteen, 
Was ne'er fo diſtreſs'd as of late I have been, 
Was ne er fo diftreſs'd as of late I have been; 

But I know not, J vow, any harm I have done, 


But my mother oft tells me ſhe'd have me a nun, 


But my mother oft tells me he d bade me à nun. 


Don't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as I, 
Should be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt and to cry ? 
With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won; 


And my heart it loves frolick too well for a nun, 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, 
Is a thouſand times better to me I declare. 


I can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be nndone ; 


Nay, beſides, I'm too handſome, I think, for a 
nun, | 


Nor to love, or be lov'd, oh ! I never can bear, 
Nor yield to be ſent to — I cannot tell where: 


To hive or to die, in this caſe were all one, 


Nay, I ſooner would die than be reckonꝰ d a nun. 


Perhaps but to teaze me ſhe threatens me ſo,.— 

T am ſure, was the me, ſhe would ſtoutly ſay, No: 
I am ſure, &c. 

But if ſhe's in earneſt I from her will run, 

And be married in ſpite, that I mayn't be a nun. 


And be marry d, Sc. 


Sone 
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XVII. 4 Love-Song, in Lows Life, 
W the ſide of a green ſtagnate pool, 
Brick-duſt Nan was ſet ſcratching her head, 
Her matted locks frizled her ſkull, | 
As briſtles the hedge-hog beſpread 2 
The wind toſt her tatters abroad, 
Her aſhen-brown beauties reveal's z 
A link-boy to her through the mud; „ 
Bare- footed ſcamp'd over the field. 


O my love, though I cannot well jaw; 
(This pliar at play-houſe began) 
Not tobacco's ſo ſweet to the chaw, 
As to kiſs is the lips of my Nan. 
O my love, cries the mud-coloured the, 
And gave him a rib-ſqueezing hug, 
I'd ſleep in a cellar with thee, 
T hot bit by each blood-ſucking bug. 


Full as black as themſelves now the ſky; 
To the ſouth of the horizon lower'd ; 
Their wedding to keep in the dry, 
To a ſtable they haſtily ſcour d, 
While rats round them hungry explot'd, 
Undaunted they took. their repoſe, 
All the night in the litter they ſnor'd, 
And wak'd the next morning to louſe. 


Song XVIII, Dumbarton's Drums; 


Dumbarton s drums beat bonny—O, 
When they mind me of my Jonny—O ; 
How happy am I, 
When my ſoldier is by, 
While he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie—=O ! 
*Tis a ſoldier alone can delight me—O, | 
For his graceful looks do invite me- : | 
While guarded in his arms, - 
I'll fear no wars alarms, 


Neither danger nor death ſhall e er fright me- O0, 
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My love is a handſome laddie-O, 
Genteel, but ne'er foppiſh nor gaudy 0 ! 
Tho' commiſſions are dear, 
| Yet I'll buy him one this year; 
For he ſhall ſerve no longer a cadfe—O, 
A ſoldier has honour and bravery—O, £ 
Unacquainted with rogues and their knavery- O3 
He minds no other thing, 
But the ladies or the king; 
or ev ry other care is but ſlavery— 0. 


Then I'll be the captain's lady— 0, 
Farewel all my friends and my daddy; 

Ill wait no more at home, 

But I'll follow with the drum, | 
And whene'er that beats, I'll be ready—QO, 
Dumbarton's drums ſcund bonny—O, | 
They are {prightly like my dear Johnny—O 2 

How happy Fal I be, : 

When on my ſoldier's knee, 


And he kifles and bleſſes his Annie—O ! 


| Song XIX. Roſy Beavers. 
FROM roly bowers, where ſleeps the god of love, 
Hither, ye little wanton Cupids, fly; 
Teach me, in ſoft melodious ſong, to move 
With tender paſſion my heart's darling joy: 
Ah! let the ſoul of muſic tune my voice, 
To win dear Strephon, whom my ſoul enjoys. 
Or if more influencing 
Is, to be briſk and airy, 
With a ſtep and a bound, 
And a friſk from the ground, 
I'll trip like any fairy: | 
As once on Ida dancing, 
Were three celeſtial bodies, 
With an air a:. a face, 
And a ſhape . l a grace, 
Let me charm like beauty's goddeſs, 


623) 
Ah! ah! "tis in vain, *tis all in vain, 
Death and deſpair muſt end the fatal pain 
Cold deſpair, diſguis'd like ſnow and rain, 


Falls on my breaſt ; bleak winds in tempeſts blow: 


My veins all ſhiver, and my fingers glow ; 
My pulſe beats a dead march for loſt repoſe, 


And to a ſolid lump of ice my poor fond heart is 


froze. 


Or ſay ye powers, my peace to pH. 

Shall I Thaw myſelf, or drown a 
AmoTieft the foaming billows, 

Increafgg ul with tears I ſhed ; 

On beds of Ooze and chryſtal pillows 

Lay down my love-fick head ? 


No, no, I'll ſtrait run mad, 
That ſoon my heart will warm; 
When once the ſenſe is fled, 
Love has no power to charm : 
Wild through the woods I']] fly, 
My robes and locks ſhall thus be tore 
A thouſand thouſand deaths Il] die, 


E'er thus in vain ! e'er thus in vain adores 


-SONG XX, 
AMongſt the pure ones all, 


Who conſcience do profeſs ; 
And in that ſort of conſcience 
Do practice nothing leſs : 
I mean the ſect of thoſe elect; 
That loath to live by merit; 1 


That lead their lives with other mens wives; 


According unto the ſpirit, 


One met with a holy ſiſter of ours, 
A faint who dearly lov 'd him, 

And fain he would have kiſs'd her, 

Becauſe the ſpirit moy'd him: 
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But ſhe deny'd, and he reply'd, | 

_ You're datnn'd unleſs you do it; 

Therefore conſent, do not repent, 
For the ſpirit doth move me to its 


She not willing to offend, 
Veilded unto his motion; 
And what theſe two did intend 
Was out of pure devotion; 
To lie with a friend and a brother, 
She thought ſhe ſhould die no finner 3 
But e'er five months were paſt and gone, 
I be ſpirit was quick within her, Ef 
But what will the wicked ſay, 3% 
When they ſhall hear this rumour ? | 
They'll laugh at us ev'ry day, 
And ſcoft us in ev'ry corner: | 
Let them do ſo till, if that they will, 
We mean not to follow their faſhion ; 
They're none of our ſe, nor of the elect, 
Nor none of our congregation; 


But when the time was come, | 1 
That ſhe was to be laid, "i 


t was no very great crime, 


Committed by her they ſaid; | 3 
*Cauſe they did know, and ſhe did ſhew, E 
 *Twas done by a friend and a brother; 1 
But a very great fin, they ſaid, it had been, 1 

If it had been done by another. 2 


Song XXI. Nonſenſical Fel: 1 
A Trifling ſong you ſhall hear, 5 3 
Begun with a trifle, and ended; 1 


All trifling people draw near, 
And I ſhall be nobly attended. 


Were it not for trifles a few, 


That lately have come into play, 


(25) 
'The men would want ſomething to do, 
And the women ſomething to ſay, 


What makes men trifle in dreſſing? 
Becauſe the ladies, they know, 
Admire, by often poſſeſſing, 
That eminent trifle a beau. 


When the lover his moments has triſiel, 
The trifle of trifles to gain, 

No ſooner the virgin is rifled, 
But a trifle ſhall part chem again. 


1 What mortal man would be able, 

3 At White's half an hour to fit ? 

be Or who could bear a tea-table, 
Without taking trifles for wit ? 


2 The court is from trifles ſecure, 

© Gold keys are no trifles, we ſee 

| White rods are no trifles, I'm ſure, 
Whatever their bearers may be. 


1 But if you will go to the place, 
JF Where trifles abunMntly breed, 
The levee will ſhew you his grace 

Makes promiſes, trifles indeed, 


3 A coach with fix footmen behind, 
1 I count neither trifle nor fin; | 
8 But, ye gods ! how oft do we find, 
3 A ſcandalous trifle within. 

8 A flaſk of Champagne, People think it 4 
1 A trifle, or ſomething as bad TH 
But if you'll contrive how to drink it, _ 

You'll find it no trifle, by gad. 1 
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A parſon's a trifle at ſea, | = 
A widow's a trifle in ſorrow : 4 
A peace is a trifie to-day, 'F 
Who knows what may happen to-morrow ? | þ 


A black 
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A black coat a trifle may cloak, 
Or to hide it a red may endeavour; 
But if once the army is broke, 
We ſhall have more triflez than ever, 


The ſtage is a trifle they ſay, 
The reaſon pray carry along, 
Becauſe that at ev'ry new play, 
The houſe they with trifles do throng. 


But with peoples malice to trifle, 
And to ſet us all on a foot, 

The author of this is a trifle, 
And his ſong is a trifle to boot, 


Song XXII. 


ANarew and Maudlin, Rebecca and Will, 
Margaret and Thomas, Jockey and Mary, 
Kate o'the Kitchen, and Kit of the mill, 
Dick the plowman, and Joan of the Dairy, 
To ſolace their lives, and to ſweeten their labour, 
All met on a time with a pipe and a tabor. 


Andrew was cloathed in ſhepherd's grey, 
And Will had put on his holiday jacket; 
Beck had a coat of popin-jay, 
And Madge had a ribbon hung down her placket; 


Meg and Moll in frize, Tom and Jockey in leather, 


And ſo they began all to foot it together. | 


Their heads and their arms about them they flung, 
With all the might and force they had; 
Their legs went like flails, and as looſely hung : 
They cudgel'd their arfes as if they were mad: 
Their faces did ſhine and their fires did kindle ; 
While the maids they did trip, and turn like 3 
ſpindle. | 
Andrew chuck'd Maudlin under the chin, 
Simper ſhe did like a furmety-kettle ; 
The twang of whoſe blubber lips made ſuch a din, 
As if her chaps had been made oi be Bun 
| 5 


78 
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Kate laugh d heartily at the ſame ſmack, 
And loud ſhe did anſwer with a bum- crack. 


At no Whitſon-ale there e'er yet had been 
Such frayſters and triſkers as thefe lads and laſſe 
From their faces the ſweat ran down to be ſeen, 
But ſure I am much more came from their arſes z 
For had you but fecn't, you then would have ſworn, 
You never beheld the like fince you were born, 


Here they did fling, and there they did hoiſt ; 
Here a hot breath, and there went a favour ; 
Here they did glance, and there they did gloiſt ; 
Here they did ſimper, and there they did aver ; 
Here was a hand, and there was a placket, / 
Whilſt, hey! their Necves went flicket a flacket. 


The dance being ended, they ſweat and they funk, 
The maidens did ſmirk it; the youngſters they 


— — 2 dee 


kiſt 'em; 

Cakes and ale flew about, they clapp'd hands and 

| drunk, 
They laugh' d and they giggled until they bepiſs'd 

'em; 

They laid the gitls down, and gave each a green 
mantle, 

While their breaſts and theis bellies went pintle a 
pantle, 

ons XXIII. 


A . good lord, in the time of vacation, 
When cabhage was ſcarce, aud when pocket 
was low 
For the ſake of 04 liguor pretended a paſſion, 
Jo one that ſold ale ;.; a cuckoldly row ; 
Now a louſe nde hin itch ; 
Here a ſcratch, there a itch, 
And ſing cucumber, cuc nber ho. 


One day ſhe came up, when at work in bis garret, 
To tell what he ow'd that his ſcore he * 
Know. | Says 


en; 
Says he, it is all very right I declare it; 


Says he, then I hope you will pay e er I go 
-  Nowa louſe, &c. 


* 


Says Prick-Louſe, my jewel, I love you moſt dearly, 
My breaft ev'ry minute till hotter does glow, 
Ah, only ſays ſhe, for the juice of my barley, 


And other good | drink in my cellar below. 3 1 
New a louſe, &c, a 


Says he, you miſtake, tis for . that's 
better, 

Which I dare not name, and you care not to ſhow, 

8 I'm afraid you are given to flatter, 


hat is it you mean, and pray where does it 
grow 


Now a louſe, &c. 


Says he, *tis a thing that has never a handle, 
Tis hid in the dark, and it lies pretty low. 
Said ſhe, then I fear that you muſt have a candle, 


Or elſe the wrong way you may happen to go. 
Moro a louſe, &c. 


Pays he, was it darker than ever was charcoal, 


Though I never was there, yet the way 0 I 
know z 


| Says the, if it be ſuch a terrible dark hole, 


Don't offer te grope out your way to it ſo, 
Now 4 louſe, &c. 


Says he, you ſhall ſee I will quickly be at it, 
For this is, oh this is the way that I'll go; 
Bays ſhe do not touzle me ſo, for I hate it, 


vow by-and-by you will make me cry, oh 
So they both went to york, | 
Now a kiſs, then a * 


And ſing cucumber, cucumber ho. 

I The taylor aroſe when the bufineſs was over, 

| | ee you will * the ſcore e er you 88. | 
| n 


( 29 } 


Says ſhe, I ſhall not pay ſo dear for a lover, 
I'm rot ſuch a fool I'd have you to know. 
Now a louſe made him itch, 
Here a ſcratch, there a ſtitch, 
And fing cucumber, cucumber ho. 


Song XXIV. 


REfore the urching well could go, 

She ſtole the whiteneſs or the ſnow, 
And more that whiteneſs to adorn, 
She ſtole the bluſhes of the morn : 
Stole all the ſweetneſs Ather ſheds, 
On primroſe buds, and vi'let beds, 

On primroſe, &c. 


Still to reveal her artful wiles, 

She ſtole the graces filken ſmiles ; 

She ſtole Aurora's balmy breath, 

And pilfer'd orient pearl for teeth; 

The cherry dipp'd in morning dew, 

Gave moiſture to her lips and hue, 
Cave moiſture, &c. 


Theſe were her infant ſpoils, a ſtore, 

And ſhe in time till pilfer'd more; 

At twelve, ſhe ſtole from Cyprus queen 

Her air, and love-commanding mien ; 

Stole Juno's dignity, and ſtole 

From Pallas, ſenſe, to charm the ſoul, 
From Pallas, &c. 


Apollo's wit was next her prey, 

Her next the beam that lights the day, 
She ſung amaz d, the Syrens heard, 
And to aſſert their voice appear'd ; 

She play'd, the muſes from their hill, 
Wonder'd who thus had ſtole their kill, 
Monder d, &c. | 


Great Jove approv'd her crimes and art, 


And z'other day the ſtole my heart ; 


LI "PY 


( 30 ) 
If lovers, Cupid, are thy care, 
Exert your vengeance on this fair ; 5 
To trial bring her ſtolen charms , 


And let her priſon be my arms, 
Aud let, &c. 


SONG XXV. 


COME all ye young lovers, who wan with zeſpair, 
Compoſe idle ſonnets, and ſigh for the fair, 

Who puff up their pride by enhancing their charms 

And tell them *tis heaven to lie in their arms ; 

Be wiſe by example, take pattern from me, 

For let what will happen, by Jove I'll be free, 

By Jove I'll be free, 

For let what will happen, by Jove I'll be free, 


Young Daphne, ſhe ſaw in the net I was caught, 
IT ly'd, and I flatter'd, as cuſtom had taught; 
J preſ-'d her to bliſs, which the granted full ſoon ; 
But the date of my paſſion expir'd with the moon, 
She vow'd the was ruin'd ; I ſaid it might be: 
I'm ſorry my dear, but by Jove I'Il be free, Ec. 


The next was young Phillis, as bright as the 
morn 3 
The love that I 'proffer” d, the treated with ſcorn, 
I laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind, 
That none can be handſome, but ſuch as are Kind: ; 
Her pride and ill-nature was loſt upon me ; 
For in ſpight of fair faces, by Jove I'11 be free, Se, 


Let others call marriage the harbour of joys, 
Calm peace I delight in, and free from all noiſe ; 
Some chuſe to be hamger'd, tis ſure a ſtrange rage, 
Like birds they ſing beſt, when put in a cage, 
Confinement's the devil, *twas ne'er made for me 
Let who will be bond - ſlaves, by Jove I'll be free, 


Sc. 


Then let each briſk bumper run over the glaſs, 
lo a toaſt to the young and beautiful laſs, . 
Whok 


1 
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Who's yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull rule, 
Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool, 
Let us bill like the ſparrow, and rove like the bee, 
For in, ſpigbt of grave leſſons, by Jove I'll be 
free, Sc. Co 


Song XXVi. 


COME ever-ſmiling liberty, 
And with thee bring thy jocund train, 

Come ever, &c, 
Come ever-ſmiling, ſmiling liberty, 
And with thee bring thy jocund train, 
And with thee bring thy jocund, jocund, jocut 

„train, 
And with thee bring thy jocund train, 
Thy jocund train, 
And with thee bring thy jocund train: 
For thee we pant and figh, 
For thee we pant, Kc. 
With whom eternal pleaſures my 
For thee we pant and ſigh, 
For thee, &c. 
With whom eternal pleaſures reign. 
Come ever-ſmiling liberty, 
And with thee bring thy jocund train, 
Come ever-ſmiling liberty, 
Come ever-ſmiling liberty, 
And with thee bring thy jocund train, 
Thy jocund train, 
1 with thee bring thy jocund traing 


5 oN G XXVII. 


GA and Gammer wete faſt in their neſts 


And 2 the young fry of their cribs were poſ- 
e 


Spot, Whitefoot, and Puſs, in the aſhes were laid, 
And a a ruſh candle juſt over their bead. 


Url 4 


( 33 ) 5 p 
Urſla was ſcouring her diſhes and platter, 
Preparing to make her good friend, the hog fatter 5 
Greas'd up to the elbow, as much to the eye, 

Till her embroider'd cloaths were ready to fry, 


Roger the plowman i' th” chimney lay ſnoring, 
Jill Cupid, ſore vex'd at his clownith adoring, 
Did ſtraightway convey to the great logger-head, 
The whiſp'ring news that they all were a- bed. 


Up ſtarted Roger, and rubbing his eyes, 
Straight to his dear Urſla in paſſion he hies; 
Then leaning his elbow on Urſla's broad back, 
Complain'd that his heart was ready to crack, 


Urſla, being vex d at the weight of her love, 
Cry'd, Cupid, why doſt thou thus treach*rous prove? 
In an angry mood then ſhe turn'd her about, 

And the diſh-clout lapt over the face of the lout, 


Roger being angry at ſuch an affront, 

And not at all minding of what might come on't, 
He gave her a kick, with ſuch wond'rous mettle, 
As tumbled poor Urſla quite over the kettle, 


This noiſe and rumbling ſet Gafter awaking, 


And fearing, left thieves had been ſtealing his bacon, 


With a pur down the ſtairs, in a trice he came ſtum- 
bling, 

Where he found Roger gaping, while Urſla lay 
tumbling. 


Pox take you, quoth he, for a rogue and a whore; 
So turn'd the poor lovers quite out of the door, 
Not minding the rain, nor the cold windy weather 
To . their loves in a hog- ſtye together. 


80 NG XXVIL. 


How gentle was my Damon's air, 
Like ſunny beams his golden hair, 

His Voice was like tte Nightingale 

More ſwect kis breath than flow'ry vales 3 


How 
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How hard ſuch beauties to reſign, 
And yet that cruel taſk is mine. 


On ev' ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 

Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former tove, 

I mourn, and Damon is my theme, 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain, 

The hills, &c. 


From hill, from dale, each charm is fled, 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more, 
Each flower in pity droops its head, 
All nature does my loſs deplore, 
All, all reproach the faithlefs ſwain, 
Yet Damon ftill I ſeek in vain, 
All, all, &c. 


9 41k to the myrtle ſhade, 
| All hail to the nymph of the field; 


Kings will not here invade, _ 
Tho? virtue all freedom yield, 
Beauty here opens her orms, 
To ſoften the languiſhing mind, 
And Phillis unlocks her charms : 
Ah. Phillis ! ah! why fo kind ? 


Phils, the ſoul ef love, 
The joy of neighbouring ſwains: 
Phillis that crown the grove, | 
And Phillis that gilds the plains * 
Phillis that ne'er had the ſk 
To paint, or to patch, or be fine; 
Yet Phillis, whoſe eyes can kill, 
Whom nature has made divine. 


Phillis, whoſe charming tongue 
Makes labour aad pain a delight; Sk 
Philfrs 
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Phillis that makes the day young, 
And ſhortens the live-long night: 
Phillis, whoſe lips, like May, | 
Still laugh at the ſweets they bring 
Where love never knew decay, 
But ſets with eternal ſpring. 


So XXX, 
Hal Maſonry, thou craft divine! 


Glory of earth, from heav'n reveal'd; 


Which doth with jewels precious ſhine, 
From all but maſons eyes conceal'd. 
Chor, Thy praiſes due who can rehearſe, 
In nervous proſe, or flowing verſe, 


As men from brutes diſtinguiſh'd are, 
A maſon other men excels ; 
For what in knowledge nice and rare, 
But in his breaſt ſecurely dwells ? 
Cbor, His ſilent breaſt, and faithful heart, 
Preſerve the ſecrets of the art, 


From ſcorching heat, and piercing cold, 
From beaſts whoſe roar the foreſt rends: 
From the aſſaults of warriors bold, 
The maſons art mankind defends. 
Chor, Be to this art due honour paid, 


From which mankind receive ſuch aid. 
Enſigns of ſtate, that feed our pride, 


Diſtinctions troubleſome and vain ! 


4 By maſons true are laid aſide, 


Art's free-born ſons ſuch toys diſdain, 
Chor, Enobled by the name they bear, 


Diſtingujh'd by the badge they wear. 


Sweet fellowſhip, from envy free, 
Friendly converſe of brotherhood, 
The lodge's laſting cement be, 
Which has for ages firmly ſtood. 
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Chor, A lodge thus built, for ages paſt, 
Has laſted, and will ever laſt, - 


Then in our ſongs be juſtice done 
. To thoſe who have enrich'd the art, 
From Jabel down to Burlington, 


And let each brother bear a part, 


Chor, Let noble maſons healths go round, 
Their praiſe in lodge reſound. 


So NqG XXXI, 


Fark ! away, *tis the merry ton'd horn 

Calls the hunters all up in the morn ; 
To the hills and the wood-lands they ſteer, 
To unharbour the out-lying deer. 


Crorvs of Huntſmen, 


And all the day long 
This, this is our ſong z 
Still hollowing, 
And following, 
So frolic and free; | 
Our joys know no bounds, 
While we're after the hounds, 


No mortals on earth are ſo jolly as we, 


Round the woods when we beat how we glow, 
While the hills they all echo Hillo! 
With a bounce from his cover when he flies, 
Then our ſhouts they reſound to the ſkies ; 

| And all the day, &c. 


When we ſweep o'er the vallies, or climb 

Up the health-breaking mountain ſublime, 

What a joy from our labours we feel, 

Which alone they who taſte can reveal, 
Aud all the day, &c. 
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The clangor wakes the drowſy morn, - | 


| The diſtant ſtag our accent hears, 


(56) 
Son G XXXII. 
"pack, hark, the huntſman ſounds his horn, > 
A call ſo muſical chides the drone, 
Ton, ton, ton; ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, ton, , 
ton. 3 
The woc s re-echo the ſprightly tone, 
Ton, ton, &c. 


The loud-tongu'd cries the contert fill, 
Our fteeds with neighing ſalute the dawny 
Doom, ton, &c. 
We mount, and now we dimb the hill, 
Then ſwift deſcending we ſweep the lawn, 
Ton, ton, &c. 


Our accents fatal to him alone, 


Ton, ton, &c. 
He rouſing ſtarts, and wing'd with fears, 
Forſakes the thicket to ſeek the down, 
Ton, ton, &c. 5 


Altho' Diana claims the field, | 
The woods and foreſts tho' all 8 own, 
Ton, ton, &c. 
The groves to Venus let her yield, 
Where we may follow her fportive ſony 
Ton, ton, &c. 
What joy to trace the blooming laſs, 
Tho? darkſome grotto's with moſs o'er-growng 
Ton, ton, &c. 
What harmony ean our's furpaſs, 
When joining Chorus with dove-like moan. 
Ton, ton, &c, * | 


In various ſports the day thus ſpent, 


Fatigu'd with pleaſures when night comes * 
Ton, ton, &e. 
Our limbs tho? tir'd, our hearts content, 
With wine regaling, all cares we drown. 
Ton, ton, &c. 


* 


Sone 


1 
So NG XXXIII. O the Broom, &c, 


OW blythe was I each morn to ſee, 
My ſwain come o'er the hill; 
He leap'd the brook, and flew to me 
I met him with good will, | 


I neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 
When his flocks near me lay ; 

He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And chear'd me all the day. 

He tun'd his pipe; and play'd ſo ſweet, 
The birds ſat liſt' ning by; 

The fleecy ſheep ſtood ſtill and gaz d, 
Charm'd with his melody, 


While thus we ſpent our time by turns, 
| Between our Flocks and play; 
I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 

Tho' e'er ſo rich and gay. 


He did oblige me ev'ry hour, 
Could I but grateful be ; 

He won my heart, could I refuſe, 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me ? 


Hard fate! that J muſt baniſh'd be, 
Go heavily and mourn, 
*Cauſe I oblig'd the kindeſt ſwain 
That ever yet was born, 


Joxs XXXIV, 


HE that a cuckold is, let it not grieve him, 
For in his wants there is one to relieve him, 
He may ſleep quietly while his wife's waking, 
And may be free from care, void of pains-taking, 
And his condition is not to be ſcorned, | 
Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned, - 
And his condition 1s not to be ſcorned, 
Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned 


The captain upon the ſea prays for fair weather, 
Whilſt his wife and the _ ſail both e | 
) Stare 
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Star-gazing on her back at the moon's motion, 
Whilſt the poor cuckold is at his devotion- 
Yet his condition, &c. 6 


The merchant beyond the ſeas ſearching” & trea- 
ſure, 


And tho' his merchandize be out of meaſure, 


Vet if he kiſs a girl while he is ranging, 
His wife repays him a bill of exchanging, . 
Yet his condition, &c. 


The greateſt lawyer that ever was lent us, 
Often returns his wife Nor eft inwentus, 

And if he ever ſo wiſe in his place is, | 
She will ſtill find that a flaw in his caſe is, 
Yet his condition, &. 


The greateſt ſtateſman that e'er was ; applauded, 

Needs not to laugh at a citizen horned, 

For if tis true, as in antient relations, 

The city dames do obey the court faſhions. 
Yet their condition, &c. 


While the poor parſon with zeal is expounding, 
Telling the people their fins are abounding, 


. Many a luſty lad pay their tithes to his wife, 


While he's preaching amendment to their lives. 
Yet his condition, &c. 


You that are cuckolds, let this be your comfort, 

There are few others between this and Rumford, 

Brethren all in a row ſhake hands together, 

Never diſdain for to wear the bull's feather, 
For your conditions, &c. 


So NG XXXV, 


F wine be a cordial, why does it torment ? 
If a poiſon, oh tell me, whence comes my cone 
ten? 
Since I drink it with pleaſure, why ſhould I com- 
plain, | | 


Or gm ey'ry morn, when I know 'tis in vain Jo 
| et 
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Yet ſo charming the glaſs is, ſo deep is the quart, 
That at once it both drowns and enhvens my heart. 


I take it off briſkly, and when it is down, 
By jolly complexion I make my joy known, 


But oh! how I'm bleſt! when fo ſtrong it does 


prove, | 
By its ſovereign heat to expel that of love! 


When in quenching the old, I create a new flame, 
And am wrapt in ſuch pleaſures that ſtill want a 


Name, | 


SoxG XXXVI. 


JN my triumphant chariot hurl'd, 
I range around the world ; : 
Tis I, mad Tom drive all before me, 
While to my royal throne I come 
Bow down, my ſlaves, and adore me, 
Your ſov'reign lord, mad Tom. 
What! though the ſceptre that J bear, 
Is all but dream and air? | 
I've the pleaſure of crowns, 
Without the care. 


And though I give law, 
From beds of ſtraw, 
And dreſs'd in tatter'd robes ; 
A madman can be, 
More a monarch than he 
That commands the vaſſal globe, 


| Song XXXVII. 


IFE is chequer'd—toil and pleaſure, 
Fill up all the various meaſure, 
See the crew in flannel jerkins, 
Drinking, toping flip by firkins; 
And as they raiſe the flip | 
p to their happy lip, 2 80 
On the deck is heard no ch ſound, 
E * | 


But 


That paints the dew-beſpangled thorn, 


( 40 ) 
But prithee Jack, prithee Dick, 
Prithee Sam, prithee Tom, 
Let the cann go round, 


CHORUS. 


Then hark to the boatſwain's whiſtle, whiſtle, 


Then hark to the boatſwain's whiſtle, 
Buſtle, buſtle ; buſtle, my boy, 
Let us ftir, let us toil, 
But let's drink all the while, 
For labour's the price of our joys, 
For labour's, &c, 


Life is chequer*d—toil and pleaſure, 
Fill up all the various meaſure, 
Hark the crew with ſun-burnt faces 
Chanting black-ey'd Suſan's graces ; 
And as they raiſe their notes 
Through their ruſty throats, 
On the deck, &c, With the Chorus as before, 


Life is chequer*d—toil and pleaſure, 
Fill up all the various meaſure, 
Hark the crew their cares diſcarding 


With huſle-cap, or with chuck-farthing 5 


Still in a merry pin, 
Let them loſe or win, 
On the deck, &c. Mitb the Chorus as before. 


Sons XXXVIII. Pretty Peggy. 


ONCE more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, 
To hills and dales my paſſion tell, 
A flame which time can never quell, 
That burns for thee my Peggy : 
Yet brighter bards the lyre ſhould hit, 
Or ſay what ſubject is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling wit, 
And bloom of lovely Peggy. 


The ſun firſt rifing in the morn, 


Does 
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Does not ſo much the day adorn, 
As does my lovely Peggy; 
And when in Thetis lap to reſt, 
He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weſt; 
She's not ſo beauteous, as undreſt 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyrus on the vi'let blows, 

Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, 

He does not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 

As does my lovely Peggy; 

I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 

And, truſt me, nought but truth I ſay, 

The fragrance of the blooming May 
Is not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Were ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely Peggy; 
With her a cottage would delight, 
All's happy when ſhe's in my fight ; 
But when ſhe's gone, it's endleſs night, 
All's dark without my Peggy. 


While bees from flow'r to flow'r ſhall rove, 
And linnets warble through the grove; 
Or ſtately ſwans the water love, 

So long ſhall I love Peggy: | 
And when death with his pointed dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that rives my heart, 
My words ſhall be when J depart, 

Adieu my lovely Peggy. 


Jon AXIX, 


O Greedy Midas, I've been told, 
That what you touch you turn to gold; 
O had I but a pow'r like thine, 
I'd turn whate'er I touch to wine, 
Ta tyrn, &c. 0 


( 42 ) 

Each putling ſtream ſhould feel my forte; 
Each fiſh my fatal power mourn; 

Each fiſh, & c. 
And wond' ring at the mighty change, 

And wond" ring, &c. 
Should in their native regions burn. 

Bould in, &c. 


Nor ſhould there any dare t' approach 
Unto my mantling, ſparkling ſhrine, 
Unto my, &c. 
But firſt ſhould pay their votes to me, 
But firſt, &c. 
And ſtile me only god of wine, 
And ſtile, &c. 


| Song XL. Sciciatta dal ſuo nido in Rodelinda, 


Col, O My little Punchinello, 
| My little dapper fellow, 
Have you heard that Farinello 
Is coming over ? 
Punch. O no——my Columbino, 
I hear that Cariſtino, 
The famous Cariſtino, | 
Who has pleas'd both king and queen=g, 
Sets out for Dover, 
Col. But I hope my Seneſino 
Is no fuch rover? 
Punch. O no, your Senefino 
Has lick'd himſelf quite clean-o, 
Has, of thouſands, made fifteen-o, 
And lives in clover, 
Col. After Porpora or Handel, 
Where d' ye think the town will dandle j 
Or who ſhall hold the candle? 
Punch. I care not a farthing, TP 
But Harlequini's luno 
Has cook'd a deal of fun-o, 


Of pantomime and un-o, 


EEE — 6 ns 
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And expects a mighty run - o 
| | At Covent-Garden, 
Col. Shall us go and ſee the fun-o 
At Covent-Garden. 
Punch, In playhouſes, full fix-o, 
One knows not where to fix-o, 
Till they let us in for nix-o, | 
7 That's Punch's bargain, 
Both. In play-houſes, &c. . 


SoSe XII. 


Ol Chiron thus preach'd to his pupil Achilles 
I'll tell you, young gentleman, what the fate? 
will is: 5 
You, my boy, muſt go, 
The gods will have it fo, 
To the ſiege of Troy, 
Thence never to return to Greece again, 
But before thoſe walls to be ſlain, | 


Let not your noble courage be caſt down, 

But all the while you he before the town, 
Drink and drive care away, drink and be merry; 
You'll ne' er go the ſooner to the Stygian ferry. 


SOoNW G XLII. 


ON, on, my dear brethren, purſue the great lec- 
ture, Re | 


And refine on the rules of old architecture. 
_ High honour to maſons the craft daily brings, 
To thoſe brothers of princes, and fellows of kings, 


We drove the rude Vandals and Goths off the ſtage, 
And reviv'd the old arts of Auguſtus' fam'd age 
And Veſpaſian deſtroy'd the vaſt temple in vain, 
Since ſo many now riſe under Montagu's reign. 


The noble five orders compos'd with ſuch art, 
Shall. amaze the ſwift eye, and engage the whole 
ne, | 
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Proportion, ſweet harmony, gracing the whole, 


Gives our work, like the glorious creation, a ſoul, 


Then maſter and brethren, preſerve your great 


name; 

This lodge, ſo majeſtic, ſhall purchaſe you fame 
Rever'd it ſhall ſand till all nature expire, 

And its glories ne'er fade, till the world is on fire, 


See, ſee, behold here what rewards all our toil, 
Inſpires our genius, and makes labour ſmile ; 

To our noble grand maſter let a bumper be crown'd, 
To all maſons a bumper, ſo let it go round. 


Again, my lov'd brethren, again let it paſs, 
Our ancient firm union cement with a glaſs, 


And all the contention *mongſ maſons ſhall be, 


Who better can work, or who better agree, 


Sons XLIII. 
ONCE i in our lives, 


Let's drink to our wives, 


Tho- their numbers are but ſmall; 


Heaven take the beſt, 
And the devil take the reſt ; 
And ſo we ſhall get rid of them all. 
To this hearty wiſh, 
Let each man take his diſh, 
And drink, drink till he fall. 


Sons XLIV. 
POwerful guardians of all nature, 
O preſerve my beauteous love ! 
Powerful guardians of all nature, 
O preſerve my beauteous love! 
Keep from inſults that dear creature, 
Her virtue ſure has charms to move, 


Powerful guardians of all nature, 
O preſerve my beauteous love, Sec, 


Fl 


Song 
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SONG XLV. 


GAVE women .and wine, there is nothing 1n life 
That can bribe honeſt ſouls to endure it ; | 
When the heart is perplex'd, and furrounded with 
care, 
Dear women and wine only cure it. 
Dear women, &c. 


Come on, then, my boys, we'll have women and 
wine, 
Aud wiſely to purpoſe employ them; 
He's a fool that refuſes ſuch bleſſings divine, 
Whilſt vigour and health can enjoy them, 
As women and wine, dear women and wine, 
Whilſt vigour, &c. 


Our wine hall be old, bright and ſound, my dear 


= 
To heighten our am'rous fires ; 
Our girls young and ſmart, and "hall kiſs with a 
ſmack, 
And ſhall gratify all our deſires ; 
The bottles we'll crack, and the laſſes we'll {mack, 
And gratify, &c. 


So N XLVI. 


AY, good maſter Bacchus, aſtride on your butt, 
Since our Champaigne's is gone, and our Claret's 
run out, 
Which of all the briſk wines in your empire that 
grow, 
Will ſerve to delight your poor drunkards below? 
Reſolve us, great fir, and ſoon ſend us it over, 
Leſt we die, leſt we die of the fin of being ſober, 


| SonG XLVII, 
STAND round my brave boys with heart and with 


voice, 


And all in full chorus agree; . 
C - , We'll 
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We'll fight for our king, and as loyally fing, 
And let the world know we'll be free, 
And let the world know we'll be free. 

The rebels ſhall fly, as with ſhouts we draw nigh, 
And echo ſhall victory bring; 

Then ſafe from alarms we'll reſt on our arms, 
And chorus it, Long live the king, 

Long live the king, long live the king, 
Long live the king, long live the king, 
And chorus it long live the king, 


With hearts firm and ftout, we'll repel the bold 
rout, 


And follow fair liberty's call, 


Well ruſh on the foe, and deal death i in each blow, 


Till conqueſt and honour crown all, 
Ard chorus, &c, 


Then commerce once more ſhall bring wealth to our 


; ſhore, 
And plenty and peace bleſs the iſle ; 
The peaſant ſhall quaff off his bowl with a laugh, 
And reap the ſweet fruits of his toil, 
And chorus, &c, 


Kind love ſhall repay the fatigue of the day, 
And melt us to ſofter alarms; 
Coy Phillis ſhall burn, at her ſoldier's return, 
And bleſs the brave youth in her arms. 
Ad chorus, & e. 


SoNG XLVIII. 


g rel and Flavia ev'ry hour 
Do various hearts ſurprize; 5 

In Stella's ſoul lies all her pow'r, 
And Flavia's in her eyes. 


More boundleſs Flavia's conqueſts are, 


And Stella's more confia'd 
All can diſcern a face that's fair, 
Ar few 3 heavenly mind, 
Stella 


6 
Stella like Britain's monarch reigns 
O' er cultivated lands; 
Like eaſtern tyrants, Flavia deigns 
To rule o' er barren ſands. 


Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy face 
Thy beauty's only ſtore ; | 

Each day that makes thy charms decreaſe, 
Will give to Stella more, 


So N S XLIX. 


HE lawland lads think they are fine; 
But O they're vain and idiy gaudy | Þ 
How much unlike that graceful mien, 

And manly looks of my Highland laddie® 
O my bonny bonny Highland laddie, 
My handſome charming Highland laddie 
May heav'n ftjll guard, and love reward, 
Our Lawland laſs and her Highland laddie. 


If I were free at will to chuſe, 
To be the wealthieſt Lawland lady, 
I'd take young Donald without trews, 
bays bonnet blue and belted Ne 
O my bonny, &c. 


The braveſt beau in Borrows-town , 
In all his airs, with art made ready, 
Compar'd to him he's but a clown, 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy; 
O my bonny, &c. 


O'er Benty hills with him T1! run, 
And leave my lawland kin and dady, 
From winter's cauld, and ſummer's ſun, 
He'll ſcreen me with his highland plaidy, 
O my bonny, &c, 


A painted room and filken bed, 
May pleaſe a lawland laird and laidy ; 
But I can kiſs and be as glad, 
Behind a buſh in's highland plaidy, 
O my benny, &c. | 
C6 
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Few compliments between ys paſs, 
I ca* him my dear highland laddie, 
And he ca's me his lawland laſs, 
Syne rows me in beneath his plaidy, 
O my bonny, &c, | 


Nae greater joy I'll &er pretend, 


Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 
While heaven preſerves my highland laddie, 
O my bonny 7 


8 oN L. Fair Delia. 
ICK of the world, fair Delia flew 


To contemplation's rural ſeat ; 
Adieu, ſhe cry'd, vain world, adieu, 
Fools only ſtudy to be great : 
The book, the lamp, the hermit's cell, 
The moſs- -grown roof and matted floor, 
All theſe the had, twas mighty well; 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething more, 
Yet ſhe wanted, 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething more, 


Back to the buſy world again 


She ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 

Eaſe for imaginary pain, 
uiet of heart, and peace of mind: 

Gay ſcenes of grandeur ev'ry hour, 

By turns, her fickle fancy fill ; 
The world ſeem'd all within her | pow'r, 

But yet ſhe wanted ſomething . 

Yet ſhe wanted, &c. 


Cities and groves, by turns, were try'd, 
"Twas all, ye fair, an idle tale; 

Delia at length became a bride, 

A bride to Damon of the vale ; 


A 


Behold, 


( 49 } 


B-hold, at once the gloom was clear'd, 
Damon grew kind 1 can't tell how, 
Each place a paradiſe appear'd, 
And Delia wanted nothing now, 
Delia wanted, &c. 


Song LI. The Plumber. 


| A Plumber I am and I work for my bread, 

Not aſham'd of my craft, tho? a dealer in lead, 
And men of my calling, tho' that they'll not own, 
May always be found from the cot to the throne, 

And men bf my calling, &c, 


The lawyer ſo grave with a twang in his noſe, 

And his hums and his ha's, and his eke's and alſo's, 

When at each knotty point he is ſcratching his 
= 

He'll find that like me he's a dealer in lead. 


The captain perhaps may deſpiſe a poor glazier, 
Becauſe his bluff countenance comes from the bra- 
zler, h 

Tho” he ſtruts in his lace, and ſwaggers in red, 
Yet his brains like his bullets are nothing but lead, 


Let no lovely damſel a plumber deſpiſe, 
For his lead ſoon will melt at the beams of het eyes, 
And he's briſk as quickſilver ſhe'll find when a- bed; 
Tho' all the day long he's a dealer in lead, 


Soxng LII, Robin Hood, 


AS blythe as the linnet ſings in the green wood, 
So blythe we'll wake, we'll wake the morn 5 
So blythe, ed. 
And thro* the wide foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
We'll wind the bugle, bugle horn, 
We'll wind, &c, 
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The ſheriff attempts to take bold Robin Hood, 


A 


Bold Robin diſdains to fly; 
Let him come when he will, we'll in merry Sher- 
wood, 

Or yanquiſh boys or die. 


Our hearts they are ſtout, and our bows they are 


good, 
And well their maſter know; 
They're cut in the foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
And ne'er will ſpare a foe, 


Our arrows ſhall drink of the fallow deers blood, 
We'll hunt them all o'er the plain ; 

And thro' the wide foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
No ſhaft ſhall fly in vain, 


Brave Scarlet and John who were never ſubdu'd, 
Gave each his hand ſo bold; 

We'll reign thro” the foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
What ſays my hearts of gold, 
What ſay, &c. 


Song LIII. 


| Jorn Anderſon my Jo John, 


I wonder what you mean, 

To riſe ſo ſoon in the morning, 
And ſet up ſo late at e en. 

You'll blear out all your e' en, John, 
And why will you do ſo 


Come ſooner to your bed at e' en, 


John Anderſon my Jo. 


John Anderſon my Jo John, 
When firſt you did begin, 

You had as good a tail tree, 
As oney ither man, 


But now it's waxen auld, * 


And it wriggles to and fr 
I gie twa geas up for anes = down, 
John Anderſon my Jo. 


John 


651) | 


John Anderſon my Jo John, 
Fou may play whene'er you pleaſe, 
Either in the warm Bed, 
Or elſe a boon the cleaſe, 
Or you ſhall have the horns John, 
Upon your Head to grow ; 
That is a Cuckold's Malice on 
John Anderſon my Jo, 


When you come on before, John, 
See that you do your beſt ; 
When you begin to ha'd me, 
See that you grip me faſt, 
See that you grip me faſt, John, 
Until that I cry, Oh! 
Your back ſhall crack e'er I cry ſlack, 
John Anderſon my Jo, 


Oh l it is a fine thing, 
To keek ont o'er the dyke, 

But it's a muckle finer thing, 
To ſee the Hurdies fyke, 

To fee the Hurdies fyke, John, 
And wriggle't to and fro), 

*Tis then I like your chaunter-pipe, 
John Anderſon my Jo, 


I'm backit like a Salmon, 
I'm breaſted like a Swan, 
My wyme it is a down cod, 
My middle you may ſpan, 
From my tap unto my toe, John, 
I'm like the new-faw'n ſnow, . 
And *tis a' for your conveniency, 
John Anderſon my Jo, | 
| SON 8 LIV. 


( 52 ) 
Sons LIV. To the Tune of, The Roaſt Beef of 
Old England, 


BoATSW AI Ns. 


SINCE again bold defiance appears in proud France, 
Ye ſtaunch Britiſh tars, let us boldly advance; 
And now in our turns let us teach them a dance. 


Cnokus of Jolly Tars, 
O!] the brave Tars of Old England; 
And, O! the Old Engliſh brave Tars. 


Tho? furious at firſt, yet we know they'll ſoon fly O 

But brave Englith Tars, they will conquer or die O; 

From the ſhores of old Thames, to the banks of Oh. 
O the brave Tars, &c, 


As ſoon as Juſt vengeance ſhall take up her whip, 

From the head to the ſtern they will tremble and ſkip 

For they live on Soup Maigre, while we drink good flip, 
| O the brave Tars, &c. 


Our commanders, tho' wiſe, will give valour due 
hs ſcope, DN 
As the Ship is impell'd, or reſtrain'd, by a rope; 
Fair caution's our helm, and our anchor is hope. 
„ O the brave Tars, &c. 


As ſoon as our glorious commander embarks, 

In ſpite of the threats of ten thouſand mon- archs: 

We are gudgeons, they think; but they'll find we are 
ſharks, O the brave Tars, &c. 


The genius of Britain behold on the deck, 
And Old Engliſh faith without blemiſh or ſpeck ; 


For either, or both, I'd venture my neck. 
| O the brave Tars, &c, 


Behold naval glory preſents her own crown t'ye 2 
Come hither, brave boys, from each town and each 
county, | 

And joyous partake of his majeſty's bounty, 
5 1 O the brave Tars, * 
| 0 


5 


No more ſhall the French, with their Caſconades 
brave ye, 
But each fop in armour ſhall cry. out peccavi; 
Sing huzzah! to king GEORGE, and his brave royal 
navy. 


non us of Jolly Tars. 
O! the brave Tars of Old England; 
And, O! the Old Engliſh brave Tars. 


So NG LV, Cure for the Vapour:, Sung by 
Miſs Young, 


WH Y will Della thus retire, 
And languiſh all her life away ? 
While the ſighing crowd admire, 
*Tis too ſoon for hartſhorn tea. 
All thoſe diſmal looks and fretting, 
Cannot Damon's life reftore; _ 
Long ago the worms have eat him 
You can never ſee him more. 


Once again conſult your toilet, 
In the glaſs your face review, 
So much weeping ſoon will ſpoil it, 
And no ſpring your charms renew. 
J, like you, was born a woman, 
Well I know what vapours mean; 
The diſeaſe, alas! is common, 
Single, we have all the ſpleen, 


All the morals that they tell us, 
Never cur'd the ſorrow yet: 

Chuſe among the pretty fellows, 
One of humour, youth and wit: 

Prithee hear him ev'ry morning, 
At the leaſt an hour or two; 

Once again at night returning, 
AI believe the doſe will do, 


So NS LI. 


( 54 ) 
SoxG LVI, A loyal Song, 
RO US'D Europe now is up in arms, 
Bellona ſpreads her dire alarms ; 
The trump of fame with martial ſounds, 
Th' admiring world re- echo's round; 


And Prufſia's King, in dread array, 
Strikes neighb'ring monarchs with diſmay? 


He has the ſword already wield, 

And dy'd with blood the warring field 
From iron mouths, grim death has roll'd, 
And mimic thunder frights the world ; 
Whole armies now for fight prepare, 

And kings invoke the god of war. 


Britannia once roſe high in fame, 
No ſtate but dreaded Britain's name: 
As far as is the fartheſt ſhore, 
Albion's lion's heard to roar. 

France does England now deride, 
Rouſe up and cruſh the Gallic pride, 


Send flying death, enwrapt in lead, 
Your chain and ſhot with double head; 


From bellowing lungs, through pervious air, 


Deſtroy her coaſt, her monarch ſcare ; 
Aſſert your rights, home victory bring, 
And fave your country and your king, 


SONG LVII. 


TH E heroes preparing to finiſh the war, 
And bid to the camp an adieu; 


Now ſheath up their ſwords, and rejoice, O ve fair, 


To think of returning to you. 


With ſmiles then, ye laſſes, embelliſh your Fame, 


Vour lovers with raptures will come; 


O take the brave fellows cloſe to your arms, 


And tenderly welcome them home. 


4. Son G LVIII. 


„„ 


The dart more ſharp than pointed ſteel, 


„ 
So NM LVIII. Xitty Fell. 


WH IL E beaus to pleaſe the ladies write, 
Or bards to get a dinner by't, 
Their well feign'd paſſions tell; 
Let me in humble verſe proclaim 
My love for her that bears the Name 
Of charming Kitty Fell. | 


That K:tty's beautiful and young, 

That ſhe has danc'd, that ſhe has ſung, 
Alas! I know full well, 

T feel, and I ſhall ever feel, 


That came from K'tty Fell, 


Of late I hop'd by reaſon's aid, 

To cure the wounds which love had made, 
And bade a long farewel : 

But th*other day ſhe croſs'd the green, 

I ſaw, I wiſh I had not ſeen, 
My charming Kitty Fell, 


I aſk'd her why ſhe paſs'd that way 
To church, ſhe cry'd, — I cannot ſtay, 
Why don't you hear the bell? 
To church, oh! take me with thee there, 
I pray'd ! ſhe would not hear my prayer, 
Ah! cruel Kitty Fell, 


And now I find *tis all in vain, 

I live to love and to complain, 
Condemn'd in chains to dwell, 

For tho' ſhe caſts a ſcornſul eye, 

In death my faultering tongue will cry, 
Adieu! dear Kitty Fell. | 


SonG LIX, The Batchelers Choicts 

IF ever, oh]! Hymen, you grant me a Wife, ; 

Let this be her portrait, ſhe'll hold me for life; 

Youth, beauty, good nature, averſe to conceit, 
Her ſenſe quite refin'd, and in perſon quite neat, 


of 
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+ 
I'd have her with prudence be careful and free, 
Not reſerv'd like a drone, or at leaſt not to me; 


Obliging and eaſy, compliment with ſmiles, 
Miſled by no paſſions, allur'd by no wiles. 


If the fair I deſcribe, in this iſle can be found, 
For no other I'll wed, if I ſearch the world round; 
When ſummon'd by Hymen, T'll gladly away, 
To hear the ſoft promiſe to © loye and obey *' 


Sons LX. Bread and Cheeſe and Kiſſes, 


LAST time I ſaw my Chloe's eyes, 
As uſual, firſt our talk was love; 


But ſuddenly as topics riſe, 


So we to other ſubjects move: 


I afk'd if ſhe had din'd? —On what, 


(For nought with us amiſs is,) 
She to my queſtion anſwer's pat, 
On bread and cheeſe and kiſſes. 


Now could you think I'm jealous grown ? 


Indeed 'tis true as I am here; 
But yet on me ſhe ne'er did frown, 
Then rivals I've no need to fear : 
Yer fill, alas! *twould pierce my breaſt, # 
If ought I' ve done amiſs is, 
To make her with another feaſt, 
On bread and cheefe and kiſſes, 


Come Hymen, God of nuptial band, 
And light to hymeneal bliſs, 
I have a heart, I have a hand, 
A dowry good, I'll give her theſe: 
What is more choice than truth to give? 
To that all wealth amiſs is, 
Poſſeſs'd of her content I'd live 
On bread and cheeſe and Kiſſes, 


Song LXI. 


( 57 ) 


SonG LXI. The Nun and Friar, 
O F Conſtance holy legends tell, 
The ſofteſt ſiſter of the cell, 
None ſent to heav'n fo ſweet a cry, 
Or roll'd at maſs ſo bright an eye. 


No wanton taint her boſom knew, 

Her hours in heav'nly viſions flew z 

Her knees were worn by midnight pray'rs, 
And thus ſhe breathes divineſt airs, 


© In lonely walks and awful cells, 
« Secluded from the light and vain, 
4 The cherub peace with virtue dwells, 
« And ſolitude and filence reign. 


«© The babler's voice is heard not here, 
« To heav'n the ſacred pile belongs; 

4 Each wall returns the whiſper'd pray'r, 
« And echocs but to holy ſongs. 


Alas! that pamper'd monks ſhould dare 
Intrude were ſainted veſtals are 
For zeal's a fever of the mind, 

A ſymptom that the heart is kind ; 

A flaſh that kindles up deſire, 

And melts away in ſofteſt fire, 


With ſhame the muſe purſues the tale, 
Phe prieſt was young, the nun was frail ; 
Devotion falter'd on her tongue, 

Love tun'd her voice, and thus the ſung : 


cc Alas! how deluded was I, 
cc To fancy delights as I did; 
« With maidens at midnight to ſigh, 
cc And love, the ſweet paſſion forbid, 


« Ah! father, my folly forgive, 

« And till to abſolve me be nigh 
« Thy leſſons have taught me to live, 

& Come teach me, Oh, teach me to die, 
To her arms in a rapture he ſprung, 

Her boſom half naked met his; 
Tranſported in ſilence they hung, 
And melted at every kiſs, 


| ( 53 ) 
« Ah! father,“ expiring ſhe cry'd, : 
« With raptures I yield up my breath!“ i 

« Ah! daughter, he fondly reply'd, 
© The righteous find comfort in death.“ 


SonG LXII. Kitty; or the Female Phaeton, 


TH US Kitty beautiful and young, 
And wild as colt untam'd ; 2 
Beſpoke the fair from whence me ſprung, 1 
With little rage inflam d. 
Inflam'd with rage at ſad reſtraint, 4 
Which wiſe mamma ordain'd, | 
And forely vex'd to play the faint | 
While wit and beauty reign'd. 


Muſt lady Jenny frifk about 
And viſit with her couſins ? 

At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens ? 

What has ſhe better, pray, than I, 
What hidden charms to boaſt, 

That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? 


Dear, Dear mamma, for once let me, 
WW Unchain'd my fortune try, 
Ill have my earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why : 
Fond love prevail'd, mamma gave way, 
And Kitty at beart s deſire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire. 


Sons LXIII. The Dream. 


O H how bliſsful *tis to languiſh, 
When ſoft wiſhes warm the breaſt, 
Sighs in part diſcloſe our anguiſh, 


And our blaſhes ſpeak the reſt. | 
” Gay 


8 
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( 59 ) 
Gay defires which fondly pleaſe us, 


Prove by night our fondeſt themes; 


But when midnight ſlumbers ſeize us, 
Oh the charming charming dreams. 


SON LIV. The Ignorant Nymph, 


Us'd, I remember it well, 
To frown, and to piſh, and cry fie, 
When Damon his paſſion would tell, 
But I could not myſelf tell for why. 


Whenever we met on the plain, 
I always was prudiſh and ſhy; 
He'd kiſs me and kiſs me again, 
Though I aſk'd him, he would not tell why. 


cc My breath was more ſweet than the air; . 
« I ſung like the warblers on high; 

His ſpeeches were pretty, I ſwear, 
But be made them I could not tell why. 


Indeed teazing ſhepherd, I cry'd, 


I know not your meaning, not I! 


To ſpeak very gravely, 1 try'd, 


But I laugh'd, though 1 Son not tell why. 


He ſtifled my laugh with a kiſs, 
And vow'd that for me he would die; 

I thought if he did *twere amiſs, | 
So I begg'd he would tell me for Why. 


Does Phillis then pity, he cries, 
To church let us inſtantly fly : 
I ſeem' d in a ſort of ſurprize, 
But I went, though I knew not for why, 


»Twas what he long wiſh'd to be at, 
I'm glad on't, I cannot deny ; 


We kiſs, and we play, and all that, 


And I love him, I need not tell why. 
| SONG LY. 
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4 bonny laſs, as ever was, 


But thour't ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, 


( 60) ; 
So NG LVI. The Happy Meeting 
AS Jamie gay, gang'd blithe his way, 
Along the banks of Teveed ; 


Came tripping o'er the mead, 
The hearty ſwain, untaught to feign, 
The buxom nymph ſurvey'd; 
And full of glee, as lad could be; 
Beſpake the pretty maid. 


Dear laſſy tell, why by thine ſel, 
Thou haſt'ly wand” reſt here: 
y ewes ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide, 0 
Can'ſt tell me laddy where ? 
To town iſe hie, he made reply, 
Some muckle ſport to ſee; 


Iſe ſeek the ewes with thee. 


She gin her hand, nor made a ſtand, 
But lik'd the youth's intent; 
O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 
Right merrily they went. 
The birds ſang ſweet, the pair to greet, 
And flowers bloom'd around; 
And as the walk' d, of love they talk'd, 
And joys which lovers crown'd. 
And now the Sun, had roſe to noon, 
The zenith of his pow'r, 
When to a ſhade, their ſteps they made, 
To paſs the mid-day hour, 
The bonny lad, raw'd in his plaid, 
The laſs who ſcorn'd to frown ; 
She ſoon forgot, the ewes ſhe ſought, 
And he to gang to town, 


Sons LVII. A yal Song. 


COME my jolly briſk boys lay your hop-poles aſide; 
Each lad take his can and his wench ; 


Old England now ſails with the wind and the tide, 


To rouze us and down with the French, | 
What's 
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( 61 ) 


What's he that preſides at the court of Vexſailles, 
To the planter that fits on the bench; 

Huzza for your hops, your ſtout beer, and good ales, 
Down with the French wine and down the French, 


Inſpir'd by ſuch martial ſtrong liquors as theſe, 
Our thirſt for Revenge we will quench ; 

Our ſov'reign, our ſailors, our ſhips and our ſeas, 
Are united to down with the French, 


Tho' void of all weapons, of guns, and of ſwords, 
While his fiſt a brave Briton can clench ; 

We will ſway by the weapons which nature affords, 
Gainſt the arts and the arms of the French, 
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Our ports like our hearts ſhall be open and free, 
We ſcorn for to fly or intrench ; 

Take the liquor my bucks, take the liquor with glee, 
Down with that, and then down with the French, 


” . . 263-21 „ 


SonG LVIII. John and Nell, 


S Nel! ſat underneath her cow, 
Upon a cock of hay, | | 

Briſk John was coming from his plough, 

And chanc'd to paſs that way ; 
Like light'ning to the maid he flew, 

And by the hand he ſqueez'd her, 
« Pray John ſhe cry'd, © be quiet do, 

And frown'd becauſe he tcaz'd her, 


Young Cupid from his mother's knee, 
Obſerv'd her female pride, 5 
*© Go on and proſper, ohn, ſays he, 
% And J will be your guide.“ 
Then aim'd at Nelly's breaſt a dart, 
From pride it ſoon releas'd her, 5 
She faintly cry'd, “ I feel love's ſmart, 
And figh'd — becauſe it eas'd her, 


ohn laid himſelf down by her fide, 
Ang ftole a kiſs or to; 


662) 
And flattery's charm he alſo try'd, 
Till the the kinder grew: 
The poiſon ſoon began to ſpread, 
And in the nick he ſeiz d her; | 
She trembled, bluſh*d, and hung her head, 
Then ſmil'd becauſe he plcas'd her, 


SonG LIX. Dorus and Cleora. 


LEORA fat beneath a ſhade, 
Her wanton flocks forgot to play, 
Then liften to the lovely maid, 
While thus ſhe mourns her ſhepherd's tay, 


Sure time and love are both aſleep, 

Or Dorus would his promiſe keep; 
Haſte gentle ſhepherd, hither move. 
And we'll awake both time and love. 


Dorus wing'd with ſwift deſire, 

Came haſt'ning o'er the neighb*ring plain 
Approaching jovs the maid inſpire, 

And thus ſhe meets her panting ſwain: 


Wr 


Fly care and anguiſh far away, 

While pleaſures bleſs this happy day; 
Let ev'ry ſhepherd joyful be, 
And ev'ry pair as bleſt as we. 


Sons LXX. The Baſhful Lower. 


yo UNG Damon am' rous and fincere, 

One noon fat penſive in the bow'r ; 
Ye Gods! he cry'd, ſend Sylvia here, 
My paſſion ſhall be bleſt this hour. 


Too long with ſighs and vows and pray' rs, 
I've woo'd the unrelenting maid; 
Now were ſhe here, for all its cares, 


My faithful heart ſhould be repaid, 


* 


663) 


The ſwain had juſt finiſh'd his reſolute tale, 
When Sylvia appear 'd tripping blithe o'er the vale; 
To weave a ſweet chaplet of roſes and lillies, 
She came and brought with her the pert little Phz/lis, 


Vp ftarted the ſhepherd, ſurpriz'd at the view, 

4 I aſk*d for one nymph, lo! the gods have ſent twoz”” 
Ye pow'rs 'tis unkind at a lover to laugh, 

One maid at a time had been better by half, 

He bow'd and he bluſh'd, nor had courage to ftay, 
Are all men ſo baſhful ? they're not I dare ſay. 


SoxnG LXXI, 
74 NN fairer than a flower, 


But uncertain as the wind; 
Ever trifling with her power, 
Meant alone to bleſs mankind, 
Now with ſmiles her face adorning, 
She to love my heart invites 
But if love I offer, ſcorning | 
She with frowns my paſſion lights, 


Oh thou god of pleaſing anguiſh, 
If indeed a god you be; 

Teach the tyrant how to languiſh, 
Make her heart and eyes agree : 

But if wilful ſhe refuſes, 

To obey the powers divine, 

Make the man whom firſt ſhe chuſes, 
Treat her heart as ſhe does mine, 


Song LXXIL 


LET the nymph ſtill avoid, and be deaf to the ſwain, - 

Who in tranſports of paſſion affects to complain, 
For his rage, and his love in that frenzy, is ſhewn,  . 
And the blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſoon overblown, - 


But the ſhepherd whom Cupid has pierc'd to the heart, 
Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice at the ſmart, 
| Or 


3 ( 64 ) 
Or in plaintive ſoft murmurs, his boſom- felt woe, 
Like the ſmooth gliding current of rivers will flow. 


Though filent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes, 
And his heart own your ſway in a tribute of ſighs ; 
But when he accoſts you in meadow or grove, 

His tale is ſo tender — he coo's like a dove, 


— 


So NG LXXIII, A New Dialogue, 


HE. 


D kareſt Daphne turn thine eyes, 
Jocund day begins to riſe ; 
See the morn with roſes crown'd, 
Sprinkling dew-drops on the ground: 
Love invites to yonder grove, 
Where only lovers dare to rove ; 
Let us haſte, make no delay, 
Cupid's call we muſt obey. 


| | SHE, 

Ah Pbilander, I'm afraid: 

The poor Laura was betray'd 

By young Strephon's ſubtil wiles, 
Soothing words, and artful ſmiles : 
Simple maids are ſoon undone, 

When their ſimple hearts are won 
Preſs me not, I muſt away, 

| And honour's ſtrict commands obey. 

th 4% | | H E. 

ws Gentle Daphne fear not you, 

I'll be ever kind and true; 

Think no more on Laura's fate, 

View yon. turtle and its mate; 

See how freely they impart 

The impulſe of each others heart : | 
Like them my fair, let's ſport and play, 
Nature prompts us to obey. 
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SHE 
Shepherd I perceive your aim, 
You and Strephon are the ſame ; 


You like him would me betray, 
Should I truſt whate'er you ſay : 


HE. 


If Dapbne doubts, let Hymen's bands 
This inſtant join our willing hands: 
The invitation I obey, 

And love with honour will repay, 


. 


No longer then the momente waſte, 
But to the altar let us haſte: 

The invitation we obey, 

And love with honour will repay, 


1 
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so LXXIV. The Tars of Old England. 


REHOLD my brave Britons the fair ſpringing galg, 
Fill a bumper and toſs off your glaſſes, 
Buſs part of your frolickſome laſſes; | 
Then aboard and unfurl the wide-ſpreading ail : 
While BRITISH Oak beneath us rolls, 
And EnGL1sH courage fires our ſouls, 
To crown our toils the fates decree 
The wealth and empire of the ſea, 
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Our canvas and cares to the winds we diſplay, 
Life and fortune we cheerfully venture, 
| We laugh, and we quaff, and we banter, 
Nor think of to-morrow, while ſure of to-day, 
| While BAITIsu, Sc. 


The ſtreamers of France at a diſtance appear, 
We muſt mind other muſic than catches, 
| Man our quarters and handle our matches, 
Our cannon produce, and for battle prepare, 
While BRITISs R, &c, 
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Engender'd 


( 66 ) 


Engender'd in ſmoak and deliver'd in flame, 

Britiſh vengeance rolls loud as the thunder, A 

Let the vault of the ſky burſt aſunder, - 

So victory follows, with riches and fame, 
While BRITISH, Sc. 


Sons LXXV, The Wheel Barrow, + 
| A Recitative, 1 | 
AL porter Will, along St. Paul's did move, 5 


Depreſt with weighty load, but more by love, 
By chance the fair Ceriſſa their he found, 

Crying her fine heart cherries, round and ſound. 
Vill joyous inſtant pitch'd, then ſtrait careſs'd her, 
And leaning o'er the barrow thus addreſs'd her, 
Air. 

Thy lips are cherries, ſweeter far, 
Than thoſe which in the barrow are; 

With ſuch a ſtore of charms, *tis well 

\ You may have ſtolen hearts to ſell. 


Mine dear Ceriſſa too, you know 
You ftole it from me long ago; 

And now I ftoop to aſk of thee, | 
To give it back, or marry me. 


= Recitative. 
Ceriſſa archly leering as he ſpake, _ 
While all the cherry bluſh'd upon her cheek, 
The melloweſt fruit, unnotic'd cull'd apace, 
And ſent like thunder at his doleful face ; 
Then graſp'd her barrow, trundled ſoft along, 
And looking round at Vill, triumphant ſung ; 

Air. 

Shall I poſſeſt of all theſe charms, 
Sleep nightly in a porter's arms? 
M'ambitious ſoul deteſts ſuch ſcum, 
And ſizhs for conqueſts yet to come. 


Fair 


(67) 
Fair youths my ſov'reign power ſhall feel, 
Ten thouſand hearts I'll daily teal, 
And beauteous nymphs, ſhall envious ſee, 
 Crown'd heads and dukes ſubmit to me. 


Song LXXVI. 


JN Cbloris all ſoft charms agree, 
Enchanting humour, pow'rful wit, 

Beauty from affectation free, 

And for eternal empire fit. 


Where' er ſhe goes, love waits her eyes: 
The women envy, men adore, 
But did ſhe leſs the triumph prize, 

She would deſerve the conqueſt more. 


I could lye ages at her feet, 

Adore her, careleſs of my pain; 

With tender vows her rigour meet, 
Deſpair, love on, yet not complain, 


My paſſion from all change ſecure, 

No favours raiſe, no frown controuls 5 
I any torment could endure, 

But hoping with a croud of fools, 


Song LXXVII, Love and Conflancys 


L NG time my heart had rov'd, 

= Inconſtant as the wind; 

Each girl I ſaw, I ſwore I lov'd, 
Till one my heart confin'd: 

The maid was blithe, was young and fairg 
From affectation free; 

No imperfection did appear, 
While ſhe look'd kind on me. 


When her my pain I told, 
And all my grief confeſt; 
The inſolence of female pride, 
Her cold diſdain expreſt ; 


( 68 ) 
The beauty I eſteem'd before, 
 Appear'd deformity ; 
Each charm I thought a charm no more, 
She was unkind to me, 


SonG LXXVIH. Beauty and Muſick, 


EAUT V and Mufick charm the ſoul, 
Though ſep'rate in the fair; 
What mortal can their pow'r controul, 
When heav'n has join'd them there? 
What needed then my Cælia's art, 
To ſing, or touch her lyre? 
Your charms before had won my heart, 
*Twas adding flame to fire, 


SonG. LXXIX, Cantata. 
B Ritannia's fervent pray'r great George has heard, 
g This iſle's his ſole regard; 
he beſt of monarchs reigns 
Ez. O'er Britain's fruitful plains : 
—— Long may his life be ſpar'd, 
=. A bleſſing to this happy land, 
While France, perfidious France durſt not withſtand, 
= The force of his puiſſant hand: 
_ Britanmia's injur'd cauſe t'eſpouſe, 
8 See, ſee the Britiſp Lion rouſe, 
And knit on France his awful brows, 
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The trumpets clangor's heard around, 
And drums a peal of thunder beat; 
With echoes all the hills rebound, 
And fierce Bellona's rage repeat. 


Apollo once that charm'd my ſoul, 
Muſt lay aſide his tuneful lyre, 
Sounds more noble now infpire, 
And all his pow'r controul. 


Mars calls a charge, he bids you arm, 
Revenge your noble boloms warm, 
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( & ) 
Tis liberty that founds th'alarm ; 
In her defence ſhe bids you riſe, 
Revenge, revenge, the hero cries ; 
Britannia's free- born ſons diſdain, 
Inglorious e er to quit the plain. 


True Britons brave, 
Whom none could e' er enſſave, 
Your hearts unite, 
Like heroes fight, 
With ſword in hand 
Subdue the French by ſea and land. 


There vanquiſh'd France to George ſhall bow 
And peace to Britain's Ceſar owe; 

For courage ne'er inſpir'd the ſlave, 

Succeſs will only crown the brave, 


Sox LXXX, The Spinſters. 


YE buſy tribe that haunt the court, | 
And ſpend your time in noiſe and care 

Come to the woods where I reſort ; 

Come taſte the pleaſures ſweet and fair. 
Let the town Chloe bear the bell, 

The theme and toaſt of city rout ; 
Far greater wonders I can tell : 

Of her that turns the wheel about, 


The fickly miſtreſs of the town, 

By ſlothful eaſe her features marr ; 
But country ſpinſters ripe and blown 
With wholeſome toil, ſtill fairer are: 
The noble youth in midnight ſports, 

Contracts the dropſy and the gout 
But *tis not ſo with him that courts 

The maid that turns the wheel about. 


O may I live, O may I range, 
And in the country ſpend my days; 
May no ſad fate my cottage change, 
And to a ſtatehy palace raiſe; | 


— 


1 


Z 


# 
= 


CS * = \ . 0 * * 
F \ — * 3 * . 1 - . 
= : f ! 2 , Rs 1 $2 * * Sad. Sno” i 
. £ <4; — . 3 4 Is: * 3 35 1 4 Bo 4 £ LP ww a = = = S 
3 +4 . A 5 "IF" EY e A : 
— 3 - n 2 ML a A ue Ss eK * > 


— 4 
* L 
s. 7 7. SS 4 = . mY PR — 
P 
n 


Wy — mige . 


: ( 70) 
And live with beauteous Roſalind, 
Till time has ſpun his thread quite out; 
And wear an age to ſee her ſpin, 
And turn her conſtant wheel about, 


What though ſo vile and mean we be, 
Who in a country cottage dwell ! 
A change of fortune we may ſee, 
When ſpinſters bear away thee bell, 
No, no, the wanton cockney cries, 
We'll never mix with rural rout 
But they ſhall ſee with other eyes, 
When fortune turns her wheel about, 


So N LXXXI. A new Song. 


SAV, does thy jealous fears proceed, 
Be” From thoſe external charms ; ; 
Which grace the maid, that's ne er decreed, 
To ſhelter in my arms? 

K Or canſt thou think I fondly ſtray, 
"= To. add a double ſmart ; . 
That ev'ry tender glancing ray, 
* Can turn my ſettled heart? 


If ſuch oppreſſive thoughts conſpire, 
And ſtill perſiſt to reign; 
Dorrect them, leaſt their growing fire, 
CcConſume with cauſeleſs pain: 
be. When Czlia ſmiles, I'm fully bleſt, 
MX ſoul diflolves to love; 
And could ſuſpicion fly her breaſt, 
I ne' er would en vy * 


sone IXXXII. On Fenny Benſote 


== F bogs myſelf, when firſt I view'd, 
3 Fair Jenny's charming face, 

"Up ſtubborn heart, by love ſubdu' d, 

Began to * apace: 1 1% 
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3 
Tho' Beauty's charms, it did withſtand, 
unconquer'd oft before; 
Yet now it yields, beyond command, 
| To worſhip and adore, 


The braveſt heart that ever grac'd, 
The breaſt of mankind here, 
Would quickly find itſelf embrac'd, 
Should Fenny but appear, 
The Gods themſelves whom heaven greets, 
Would ſoon deſcend below; 
Ever to revel in the ſweets, 
Which Fenny does beſtow, 


No wonder then the paſſive heart 
Of mortal man gives way; 

To charms which love to gods impart, 

Who in their turns obey; 

And own that ne'er was woman ſeen, 
In beauty's form compleat z 

Till they beheld fair Jenny's mein, 
Where all the graces meet, 


Juno, Minerva, Venus too, 
To form her all conjoin'd : 
Wove wiſdom faſt in beauty's clue, 
And conſtancy of mind. = 
Who is't but knows this fair one's name, 
Whom refts love's ſole defence on 
When ev'ry hour reſounding fame, 
Proclaims it Jenny Benſon, 


Song LXXXIII. Daphne, 


NO more for another my boſom ſhould glow, 
If Daphne would hear me and pity my woe 

A fond tale of love, I'd in raptures repeat, 
What my heart can't expreſs that my eyes ſhould 
intreat. * O77 


But ah ! by what fancies we lovers are led, " 
To pleaſures as great as the pain that I dread 3 0 


5 
Still I fear I muſt ſuffer and languiſh for you, 
| Tho' hopeleſs my paſſion ill love and be true, 


| When abſent from thee, ſtill thy image appears: 

| What to my eye's wanting, my thought till repairs, 
If 'tis poſſible beauty like yours can receive, 
From adoring addition, that Daphne I give. 


Wou' d you thro? compaſſion but ſoften my care, 
And I the fond tranſports (regarded) ſhould ſhare; 
What ſwain then my Daphne, ſuch pleaſures cou'd 

rove ? 

I From the depth of deſpair, to the heigth of true love. 
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So N LXXXIV. The Reſentment, 


81 NC E Sylvia lights my love, 
f And treats me with diſdain; 
Shall I then faithful prove, 

And figh for her in vain. 


4. n E . 
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No, no, diſdainful fair, 
| I'm not ſo much your ſlave ; 
Unpitied chains to wear, 
My liberty I'll have, 


© Your haughty looks I ſcorn, 
| And laugh at all your pride, 
For, Silvia, I was born 
Such folly to deride. 
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A nymph than you more kind, 
| That boaſts more charms than you, 
I live in hopes to find; 
So bid you now adieu. 


Sons LXXXV, 


To convent, ſtream, and ſhady grove, 
May Cælia be confin'd, | 


And from Auguſta far remove, 
Though 1 ſne's unkind: 
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(73) 
Let her not range, nor pleaſure take 
In town, who nought will give ; 


Why ſhould we room for beauty make, 
Which will not let us live ? 


Eternal pains like thoſe of hell, 
Who her admire endure ; | 
She always knows to wound too well, 
Yet never works a cur? : 
How would the tate the burden bear, 
If in the throne were ſeen, 
As in love's empire we do fear, 
A tyrant for a queen, 


SonG LXXXV, Teady Foaley. 
TE AD Foaley, you are my darling, 
" You are my looking-glaſs, both night and 
morning, ; 
I would rather have you without one farthing, 
Then Bryan M* Loughlin, with his houſe and garden, 


Oh! Norab a Gra I do not doubt you, 

And for that reaſon I will kiſs, and mouth you, 
Was you alone with ten and twenty about you, 

By my ſoul and troath I would not gone without you, 


Arah Teady a Gra how ſham'd you did make me, 
When at the pattran, to dance you did take me, | 
All the peoples there did wonder greatly, * 
To ſee me dance with my own dear Teady, 


Oh! Norab a Gra I love you dearly, 

I will cut the turf and brought it home early, 

I will burn the beatins upon the ſleatys, 

I will ſow oats, and cabbage, and I will trench tze 
potatoes. 5 1 

Then T myſelf will traſh in the barn, 

Firſt I will winnow then grind the corn, | 

I will make you a ſhute of friſe of good dark yarn, 


And the long cold nights I will keep you warm. 
I and that I will, 
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74) 
Sons LXXXVI, 


W HEN Orpheus went downto the Regions below, 
Which men are forbidden to ſee ; 
He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiſtories ſhew, 
To ſet his Eurydice free, 
ro ſet his Eurydice ſree. 


All hell was aſtoniſh'd, a perſon ſo wiſe 
Should ſo raſhly endanger his life, 

And venture ſo far, but how vaſt their ſurprize! 
When they heard that he came far his wife. 
— how vaſt the ſurprize! when they heard 

that he came for his wife. 


To find out a puniſhment due to the fault, 
Old Pluto had puzzl'd his brain; 

Zut hell had not torments ſufficient, he * 
So he gave him his wife back again, 


9; he gave him, & c. 


But pity ſucceeding ſoon 1 his heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing ſo well, 

He took her again, in reward of his art; 
Such power had mufick in hell, 
— in e Kc. 
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HEN Orpheus went down to the regions below, 
To bring back the wife that he loy'd ; 
Old Pluto confounded, as hiftories r, 
| To find that his muſick ſo mov'd: 


That a woman ſo wood, ſo virtuous and fair, 
Shou'd be by a man thus trapann'd, 

: - To giye up her freedom for ſorrow and care; 

| He own'd ſhe defery'd to be damn d. 


For puniſhment he never fudy'd a whit, 
The torments of hell had not pain 
Sufficient to curſe her; ſo Pluto thought fit - 

Her huſband ſhould have ber again, Bat 
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( 75 ) 5 
But ſoon he compaſſion'd the woman's hard fate, 
And knowing of mank:ind ſo well, 


He recall'd her again, befo re 'twas too late, 
And ſaid, ſhe'd be happicer in hell, 


Sons LXXX VIII. | 
T Hurſday in the morn the: nineteenth of May, 


Recorded for ever the fa mous ninety-two z 

Brave Ruſſel did diſcern by tl ie dawn of day, 

The lofty ſails of France a dvancing to : 
All hands aloft, aloft, let En; zliſb valour ſhine, 
Let fly a culverin, the ſignal for the line; 

Let every man ſupply his g an, 
Follow me, and you'll { :e 

That the battle will be ſoo n begun, 


Jourville on the main triumph want rowl'd, 

To meet the gallant Raſſel i n combat on the deep 
He led a noble train of heroe: 3 bold, 

To fink the Engliſh Admir: 1] at his feet, 
Now every valiant mind to vie tory doth aſpire, 
The bloody fight's begun, the 1 ea itſelf, on fire; 

And mighty fate ſtood looki, ng on, 

Whilſt a flood all of bloo 1 


Fill'd the ſcuppers of the riſi ag ſun, 4 


Sulphur, ſmoak and fire, difturt äng the air, Wo 


With thunder and wonder a; Fright the Gallic 
ſhore ; 4 | 


Their regulated bands ſtood trem bling near, 
To ſee the lofty ſtreamers now 
At fix o'clock the red the ſmilin 
To give the ſecond blow, the fata * 
Now death and horror equal re ign, hep EV oh * 
Now they cry, run or die, | . 4 
Britiſh colours ride the yanquif! wd main. 


See they fly amaz'd thro' rocks an d ſands, 

One danger they graſp at to ſhun the greater fate; 
In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands, 2 15 
The nymphs and ſea pods. mourn t heir loſt eſtate 


2 For 


\, 


no more: 
8 victors led, 
{overthrow . . . 


( 76) 
For evermore adieu thou dazling riſing fun, 
4 From thy untimely end thy maſters fate begun 
| Enough thou mighty god of war! | 

Now we fing, blaſs the King, 
Let us drink to every Engliſb tar, 


Song LXXXIX, 


T WAsãS cold, when young Roger had leave from 
the *ſquir'? 

To cleave ſome dry blocks to recruit his wife's fire; 

When, at every blow, from his ſtomach there broke 

A hem, or a hah, near as loud as the ſtroke, 


His wife ſtanding by, and demanding the reaſons | a 
Quoth Hodge, theſe emiſſions in labouring eaſe one: 
For while voice and members at once thus employ'd 

* Fare | 
1 drive the wedge farther, and. make the ſlit wider, 


Attentive Joan Beard, and was filent till night, 
When Roger perfor ming the conjugal rite, oY 
In the midſt of the rapturous, amorous game. 3 
She pinch'd him, and pull'd him, and bid him ery 
em. 


HFodge knew wt iat ſhe meant, but unable to give» 
A comfort ſo long as his ſpouſe could receive : 

He cry d, my dean e jewel, I can hem no more in; 
There's odds you muſt know between cleaving and 


boring. 
_— | Sons XC: 
Z 5 7 W H O has e er been at Paris muſt needs know 
i. | the Greve, 15 


The fatal retrea t of the unfortunate brave, 
Where honour : and juſtice moſt odly contribute 
To eaſe heroes pains by a halter and gibbet, 


There 


Derry down, down, hey derry down. 


5 
There death breaks the ſhackles which force had 


put on ; | 
And the hangman compleats what the judge but begun: 
There 2 Squire of the pad and the knight of the 
| 55 
Find their pains no more baulk'd, and their hopes 
no more croſt. 
Derry down, &c. 


Great claims are there made, and great ſecrets 
are known; own 2 
And the king, and the law, and the thief has his 
But my hearers cry out, what a duce doſt thou ail, 
Cut off thy reflections, and give us thy tale. 
Derry down, &c. a 


*T was there then, in civil reſpect to harſh laws, 
And for want of falſe witneſs to back a bad cauſe, 
A Norman, tho' late, was obliged to appear, 
And who to aſſiſt, but a grave cordelier, 

Derry down, &c. 


The *ſquire whoſe good grace was to open the ſcene, 

Seem'd not in great haſte that the ſhow ſhould begins 

Now fitted the halter, now travers'd the cart, 

And often took leave, but was loth to depart, 
Derry down, &c. 


What frightens you thus, my good ſon, ſays theprieft 

You murther'd, are ſorry, and have been confeſt, 

O father ! my ſorrow will ſcarce ſave my bacon, 

For twas not that J murther'd, but that I was taken. 
Derry down, &c. 


Pough ! prithee ne' er trouble they head with ſuch 
| - fancies; - 0 
Rely on the aid you fhall have from St. Francis: 
If the money you promis'd be brought to the chef, 
You have only to die, let the church do the reſt, 
Derry down, &c. 
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| ( 78 ) | 
And what will folks ſay, if they ſee you afraid ? 
It reflects upon me, as I knew not my trade, 
Courage, friend: to-day is your period of ſorrow, 
And things will go better, believe me, to-morrow, 
Derry down, &c. 


To-morrow ! our heroe reply'd, in a fright ; 
He that's hang'd before noon, ought to think of 
to-night, 
Tell your beads, quoth the prieſt, and and be fairly 
| truſs'd up, 
For you ſurely to-night ſhall in paradiſe ſup, 
Derry down, &c. | 


© Alas! quoth the*ſquire, howe'er ſumptuous the treat, 
Parbleu ! I ſhall have little ſtomach to eat: 
I ſhould therefore eſteem it a favour and grace, 
Would you be ſo kind as to go in my place, 
Derry down, &c , 


That I wou'd, quoth the father, and thank you to 
„ 
But our actions, you know, with our duty muſt ſuit: 
The feaſt I propoſe to you I cannot taſte, 
For this night by our order is mark'd for a faſt, 
Derry down, & c. | 


- 


Then turning about to the hangman, he ſaid, 
Diſpatch me, I pr'ythee, this troubleſome blade 
For thy cord, and my cord both equally tie, 
And we live by the gold for which other men die, 
Derry down, &, | 


Sons XCI, 
PaszTtorRaL DIALOGUE, 
Between CorRyDoN and SARAH, 
_ Containing all the fever Flowers of Poetry, culled 
e from moſt celebrated new Songs. 
| | SAR AH, oe 
| AH ! whether ſo faſt wou'd my Corydon go? 
6 Step in, you've nothing elſe to do. 


Cerdon. 
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( 79 ) 
CoR Y DON. 
They ſay I'm in love, but I anſwer no, no, 
So I wiſh I may die if I do, 


Orice my heart play'd a tune that went pitty 1 
And I figh'd, but I could not tell why. 
Now let what will happen by jove i'll be free, 
SAA AR. 
O fye, ſhepherd, fye, ſhepherd fye. 
COR Y DON. 
Though you bid me begone back again, 
Vet. Sally, no matter for that. 
The women love kiſſing as well as the men. 
SARAH, | 
Why what a pox would you be at ? 


You told me a tale of a cock and a bull, 
Loos 7 word he did, 


CoRYDON. 
I ſwear I meant nothing but playing the fool, 
SARAH, 


Very fine! very pretty indeed! 
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CoRYDON, 


Come, come, my dear Sally, to church let us go, 
No more let your anſwer be no. 
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SARAH, | 
The duce lure is in you to plague a maid ſo, 
I cannot w_ you, you know, (a ws 


+ 2 
Fy 2 19 
as re 4 ws - — 
— 


1 e 
2 


"—_— 


„ Pe nut ener nt 


4, 
* 
r 


r er e 
WER 5 2 £1 2 e tn Sb . 1 * l L 
P 1 2 8 2 E 5 8 . 
n TY Str ns ot . W * r 
Y. ” . 1 8 n 


5 | Cnorus by Born. | 


No courtiers can be ſo happy as we, 
We bill like the ſparrow and dove. 
I love Sue, and Sue loves me, 1 
Sure this is mutual love. 8 
B77 
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GIVE us glaſſes my wench, give us wine and 
9 we'll quench, | 
The remembrance of pain and of grief; 
To the winds with our care, for we'll never deſpair, 
While a bottle can give us relief, 
While a bottle can give us relief. 


In our revels and joys we'll forget the proud boy, 
Let Lethe its miracle work; 

For as hollow I find, as the bottle's her mind; 
And her heart is as light as a cork, | 
An her heart is as light as a cork, 


Ariadne the gay, in deſpair as they ſay, 
For the bully that left her behind : 
Wou'd have hang'd, or have drown'd, 
But in Bacchus ſhe found, 
A new lover as conſtant as kind, 


Theſe are fables, my dear, but the moral is clear ; 
It was wine that her peace did reſtore; 
When he left the poor laſs, | 
Why ſhe took to her glaſs 
And ſhe never remember d him more. 
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Sons XCIII, 


TH US I faid to my heart, in a pet t'other day, 
T had rather be hang'd, than go moping this way, 

No throbbings, no wiſhes, your moments employ, 

But you ſleep in my breaſt without motion or joy. 


When Chloe perplex'd me, twas ſweeter by half, 
And at Thais's wiles, I could oftentimes laugh; 
” Yourburnings and achings I trove not to cure, 
Tho' one was ajilt, and the other a whore. 


When I walk'd up the mall, or ftroll'd thrq' the 
tmreet, 


= Not a petticoat bruſh'd me but then you could "me * 
=. ; | Or 
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( 31 ) 


Or if bang went the hoop, againſt corner or poſt, 
In the magieal round you were ſure to be loſt, 


But now if a nymph goes as naked as Eve, 
Like Adam, unfallen, you never perceive, 

Or the ſeat of delight it the fig-leaf ſhould hide, 
You tempt not my fingers to draw it aſide, 


Is it caution, or dread, or the froſt of old age, 
That inclines you with beauty no more to engage? 
Tell me quickly thecauſe; for it makes me quite mad, 
In the ſummer gay ſeaſons to ſee you ſo ſad, 


Have a care, quoth my heart, how you tempt me 
3 to ſtray, 

He that haunts down a woman muſt run a d- d way, 
Like a hare ſhe can wind, or hold out with the fox, 
And ſecure in the chace, her purſuers ſhe mocks, 
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For Chloe I burnt with an innocent flame, L 
And beat to the muſic that breath'd out her name 5 
Three ſummers blew over the caſtles I built, 
And beheld me a fool, and my goddeſs a jilt. 


Next Thais the wanton my wiſhes tmploy'd, 
And the kind one repair'd what the cruel deſtroy' dz 
Like Shadrach I liv'd in a furnace of fire, 

But unlike him was ſcorch'd and compell'd to retire, 


Recruited once more, I forgot all my pain, 

And was jilted and burnt, and be-devil'd again; 
Not a petticoat fring'd, nor the heel of a ſhoe 
Ever paſs'd you by day-light, but at it I flew, 


Thus jilted and wounded and burnt to a coal, 
For reſt I retreated, again to the whole, 

But your eyes, ever open to lead me aſtray, 

Have beheld a new face, and command me away. 


D 5 | Byt 


© 158 1219 ited „ 2 EARS 6 — r — K A 


As 4 
OE 


2 Pee Wm D , 1 2 
. #5, th * 6 . I” 3 wad w_ 
5 . e . A 1 cid 
r CRC CTC, CCR 


— — - — — — 
r 
—_ * — — his Lee. N 


ſ 


— — 


bs 


(82) 
But remember, in whatever flames T may burns 
4 *Twill be folly to aſk for, or wiſh my return; 

'2 Neither Thais, nor Chloe, again ſhall inflame, | 
But a nymph more provoking than all you can name. 


 K This ſaid, with a bound from my boſom he flew, 
| Oh Phillis ! thoſe eyes ſaw him poſting to you! 
Enſlav'd by your wit, he grew fond of his chain, 
And vows I ſhall never poſſeſs him . 


8 oN xciv Toby Reduced, 


Db Tom this brown jug that now foams with 
| mild ale, 
n which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the vale,) | 
A as once Toby Fillpot, a thirſty old ſoul, 
A As e'erdrank a bottle or fathom'd a bowl. 
E In boozing about *twas his praiſe to excell, 5 
And among jolly topers he bore off the bell. — 
Bell, he bore off the bell. 


It chanc'd as in dog-days he ſat at his e te, 5 

In his flow'r-woven arbour as gay as you pleaſe ; 
With a friend ang a pipe puffing ſorrow away, 
And with honeſt old ftingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath-doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he died full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


A” His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 

| And time into clay had reſolv'd it again, 
A potter found out in its covert ſo ſnug, _ | 
And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brows 


Jug 5 
Now 1 to friendſhip, and mirth, and mild ale, 
$0 here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale. 
Vale, ves Nan of the vale, | 
SoxG xcv. 


1 
2 
24 


( 83 ) 


So NG XCV, 
* 


E may boldly aſſert, what no mortal lente 
We are not all rich, we“ er not all of a ſize, 
In power not equal, not equally wiſe, 
Which nobody can deny, 


Wecan'texpedt ſenſe from all thoſe that can ſpeak, 
Thoſe are not all wiſe, who know latin and greek, 
Thoſe are not all pions, who preach once a week. 

This nobody can deny, 


"Tis not ey "ry poſitive coxcomb that's right, 
*Tis not ev 'ry captain cockade that will fight, 
"Tis not ev'ry wife we can truſt out of fight, 

This nobody can deny. 


Gay cloathing oft covers a belly unfed, 
A Tye-wig oft covers a- weak empty head, 
A capuchin covers oft all that is bad. 

This nobody can deny, 


He muſt be a ſoul who loves whet after whet, 
He may be a cuckold that weds a coquet, 
He vies with the nation that's always in debt. 
This nobody can deny, 


An Officer's honour is fix d in the mind, 

To his coat on the left, my lord's honour's alas 

And many brave lords wear their honour * 
This nobody can deny. 


Both fidler and baud live on dupes recreation, , 
Both ſtateſman and centinel live on the nation, 
Tom t—d—man and doctor both live by purgatiofe N 

This Oy can deny, 
Song XCVI. 
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6840 
Sonc XCVI. Ge bo Dobbin. 
AS I was a driving my waggon one day 
I met a young damſel tight buxom and gay, 
1 kindly accoſted her with a low bow, | 
And I felt my whole body I cannot tell how, 


Ge hoDobin, hi ho Dobin, ge ho Dobin, ge ho ge ho, 


I long'd to be at her and gave her a kiſs, 
She thought me but civil, nor took it amiſs ; 
1 knew no recalling the minutes were paſt, 
So began to make hay while the ſun-ſhine did laft, 
| | Ge ho Dobin &c. 


I've fix ſcore of ſheep, and each ram has his ewe, 
And my cows when they lack, to the parſon's bull go; 
We're mide for each other, ſo prithee comply; 

She bluſh'd, her eyes twinkled, ſhe could not tell why, 
Ah poor Jenny, fearful Jenny, ah poor Jenny, hi ho. 

I kiſs'd her again, the reply'd with diſdain, 

No kiſſes I want prithee take them again; 

Then whiſper'd me ſoftly the weather was hot, 

And her mind ran on ſomething, ſhe could not tell 

what, 

Ah poor Jenny, coaxing Jenny, ah poor Jenny, hi ho, 

Then down in my waggon this damſel I laid, 

But ſtill I kept driving, for driving's my trade; 

IT rumpled her feathers and tickled her ſcutt, 

And play'd the round rubbers at two-handed put. 
Wellput Rodger, wellput Jenny, well putRodger, hi ho. 
Her breaſts were as ſoft and as white as new cream, 

And her motion kept time with the bells of my team; 

When her bub—s went up her plumb but—s went 

don, . $ round. 

And the wheels ſeem'd to ſtand and the waggon ge 

Ah brave Roger, drive on Roger, ah brave Roger, 


hi ho. 

Thus to and again to our paſtime we went, 
And my cards I play'd fairly to Jenny's content; 
Ework'd at her pump till the ſucker grew dry, 
And then I left pumping, a good reaſon why. 
Ah poor Roger, broken back d Roger, ge ho Roger hi hy 


638509 
I thought e' er we parted to'ave had t'other blow, 
When flap went the waggon-wheel into a ſlough, 
Which ſnatter'd her premiſſes out of repair, 
Then Roger's pump-handlerun the devil knows where 
Ah poor Roger, flimſy Roger, ah poor Roger, hi ho. 


Sons XCVII. 


The DusT-Caxrr, a favourite CanTATA, 
Fung in the Old Woman's Oratory in theHay-market, in 
the Manner of the Moderns, Set by Mr, OSwALD. 


Recitatire, 
S tinkering Tom the ftreets his trade did cry, 

He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſting by; 
In duft cart high advanc'd the nymph was plac'd, 
With the rich cynders round her lovely waiſt; 
Tom, with up-lifted hands th' occaſion bleſt, 
And thus in ſoothing ſtrains the maid addreft, 

Air. | 

Oh Sylvia, while you drive your carts, 

To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 

You take our duſt and ſteal our hearts, 


That mine is gone, alas! is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dwells among the duſt with you. 


Oh lovely Sylvia eaſe my pain, 
Give me the heart you ſtole again, 
Give me my heart out of your cart, 
Give me the heart you ſtole again. 


Recitative. 
Sylvia advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
Exulting, roll'd her ſparkling eyes about, 
She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt as black as ſloe, 
And look' d diſdain on little folks below; 
do Tom ſhe nodded as the cart drew on, 
And then, reſoly'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry d, ſtop John. 
| Air. | 
Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 
Be by a paltry croud oppreſt ? 


Ambition 


186) 


Ambition now my ſoul does fire, 

The youths ſhall languiſh and admire; 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 

Shall long to ride, long to ride, long to ride, in 

my duſt cart, * 

And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, * 

Shall long to ride in my duſt cart. 


Sons XCVIII. 
The BAcCCHANALIAN $, 


Sung by Mr, Howard, at tbe Tbeatre-Royal, in Covent. 
| Garden. 


INE, wine is alone the briſk fountain of mirth, 
Whence jollity ſprings, and contentment has 
birth ; 
What mortals ſo happy as we who combine, 
And fix our delight in the juice of the vine: 
No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 
Then glafs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 
No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 
Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 


Our laws are our own, not enforc'd by the crown, 

And we ſtand to them fair, till we fairly fall down: 

At acts of repeals we diſdain to repine, 

Nor grudge any tax, but the tax on our wine 

To Czfar, and Bacchus, our tribute is due, 

Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 
Cho, To Cæſar, &c. | 


His worſhip ſo grave here may revel and roar, 
The lawyer ſpeak truth who ne'er ſpoke ſo before, 
The parſon here ſtript of his prieſthood's diſguiſe, 
And Chloe's ſcorn'd lover get drunk and grow wiſe; 
The huſband may learn here to combat the ſhrew, 
So glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 

Cho, | The huſband, &C, 


The chace of the bottle few accidents wait, 
We ſeldom breaſt necks, tho' we oft crack a pate i0 
| 1 


Ad 


_—_ 
3 


5 C37} 

If wars riſe among us they ſoon again ceaſe, 

One bumper brings truce, and another brings peace! 
»Tis this way alone we life's evils ſubdue, 


Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 
Cho, *Tis this way, &c, 


Song XCIX. 


VULCAN, contrive me ſuch a cup, 
As Nefter us'd of old ; 
Shew all thy ſkill to trim it up, 
Shew all, &c. 
And damaſk it round with gold, 
And damaſk, &c, 


Make it ſo large, when fill'd with ſack, 
Up to the ſwelling brim 5 
Vaſt toaſts on the delicious lake, 
Like ſhips at ſea may ſwim, 


Carve thou thereon, a fruitful wine, 
Between two lovely boys; 

Their arms in am'rous folds entwine, 
The type of future jcys, 


Bacchus and Cupid my Gods are, 
Let love and wine ſtill reign ; 
With wine I'll drive all away care, 
And then to my love again, 
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Sons C. 
For the Honour of OLD ENGLAND. 


THE Ruſs loves brandy, Dutchman beer, 
The Indian rum moſt mighty : 

The Welchman ſweet metheglin quaffs, 
The Iriſh aqua vitæ. 


* 


2E 


The French extol the Orleans grape, 
The Spaniard tipples ſherry ; * 
he 


a» 
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The Engliſh none of theſe eſcape, 
For they with all make merry» 


| The Spaniard's conſtant to his plume, 
The French inconſtant ever; 
But for the beſt cd bats of all, 


Give me your Engliſh beaver, 


Some love the rough, and ſome the ſmooth, 
Some great, and others ſmall things: 


But, oh ! your liquoriſh Engliſhmen, 
They love to deal in all things, 


The Italian with her Syren voice, 
Scotch laſs, and Holland frow too; 
The Spaniſh ruff, the French madam, 
They will not fear to go to. 


Nothing's ſo ſtrange or dire they dread, 
Tho' lodg'd within the centre; 

No faſhion, health, no wine or wench, 
On which they will not venture, 


Sons Cl. 
BETSY of GuiLlyoRD, * 


THE infant ſpring was ſmiling, 
And cowſlips freſh and gay; 

The ſun was juſt declining, 
To bury in the ſea; 
As over Guilford-ſtyle I paſt, 

To view a proſpect there, 
A lovely laſs ſat on the graſs, | 
Whoſe breath perfum'd the air) 


No more let fame advance, 
In London Jenny's praiſe z 

For pretty Betſy of Guilford, 
Excels her a thouſand Ways : 

For grace, for ſhape, for air, for mien, 
Fer lovely eyes and ſmile ; 


Her 


389) 


Her charming waiſt for to embrace, 
A king would give an iſle, 


The courtier for her favour, 
Wou'd quit his golden dreams; 


= The Jacobite for ever, 

, Wou'd ſurely leave king James ; z 

5 The luſty judge whom the circuits 'trudge, 
fi In managing trials ſo fair, 

. Would wreſt the laws, poſtpone the cauſe, 


To have but the rummaging her. 


1 The gen'ral would leave bombing, 
55 Of towns in hot campaigns; 
1 The biſhop would leave thumping, 


Nor plague his learned brains; 

The one would mock the other's flock, 
A fig for religion and France : 

One light his wars the other his pray'rs, 
If Betſy wou'd give but a glance, 
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The powder'd play-houſe ninney, 


Whoſe brains are light as air, 5 
Would quit both Sukey and Jenny, | 
And all ſuch tawd'ry ware: 4 1 
If Betſy you ſee lay under a tree, 11 
With all her enticing charms, 1 
5 You'd ſoon forget the town goquety 1 
2 And fly to Betſy's arms, 44 
: And fly, &c, i} 
7 Song CI, 
VW HITHER Bacchus wouldſt thou bear me? 
4 To what grot, or hallow'd grove ? 
I Say, what ſacred cave ſhall hear me 


Sing great Cæſar, ſon of Jove 


Where enraptur'd ſhall I raiſe him, 
To the ſynod of the ſky ? 


* 
i 

s * 
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In unrival'd ſengs I'll praiſe him, 
High as mortal ſtrains may fly. 


Full of thy inſpiring potion, 
Glowing with a new-born fire; 

All my ſoul in wild commotion, 
Louder notes ſhall wake my lyre. 


Thus amaz'd on airy mountains, 


Rouz'd from reſt thy vot'ries glow, 
Viewing Hebrus' fabled fountains, 
Thracia clad in ſhining ſnow, 


How it's ſolemn proſpects pleaſe me, 
Wand'ring o'er the filent grove! 


het extatic tranſports ſeize me, 


While on pathleſs rocks I rove. 


Hear me, Bacchus, pow'r victorious 
Ober the fierce lymphatic train; 

Nothing groveling, or inglorious 
Shall my ſacred ſong profane. 


Tho” th' advent'rous theme alarm thee, 
Still, my muſe, be blithe and gay; 
Let the thought of danger warm thee, 

Vine-crown'd Buethes eads the way. 


Sc ON G III. 


Baccnuvs Triumphant; or, the Lover's Adieu to 


the Fair Sex. 


a TO Phillis and Chloe, and all the: gay throng, 
Too long the ſoft lay has been rais'd ; 

Too long their beauty has flow'd the vain 
Too long has their beauty been prais'd, 
Great Bacchus, repentant, thy pardon I aſk, 


F orgiveneſs I humbly implore ; 


And if e'er for a female I quit a full caſk, 
May I never enjoy one drop more, —- great god. 
2 May I never, &c. 
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Ye fops and ye fribbles, your title I own, 
To fing all the charms of the fair; 

Their beauties to praiſe, is your province alone, 
Alone make their beauties your care: 

For who in his ſenſes that mortal ean blame, 
Who ſtrives his own merit to raiſe; 

For women and fops are ſo nearly the ſame, 
Its in theirs that he ſings his own praiſe. 

£2 | ſweet miſs, 


Tho? wit, ſparkling wit, ſome rare females poſleſ:, 
Tho' kindneſs may add to their ſtore ; 

Cood- nature and ſmiles has a bumper no leſs, 

And ſparkles a hundred times more : 

With virtue unſully'd, adorn'd tho? ſhe be, 
Tho' modeſty 'blooms in each feature, 

A bottle. is not more immodeſt than ſhe, 
Its virtue's ten thoufand times greater, 

| dear boys, 
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Their beauty attracting, I freely confeſs, 
Their ſex I muſt own has its charms 3 

i own for a moment they're able to bleſs, 
And melt us away in their arms : 

Yet laſting the pain is and tranſient the joy, 
The raptures are inſtantly paſt 3 

But wine, happy juice! is ſure never to cloy, 
Its pleaſures till doom's-day ſhall laſt, 

wr | brave ſouls, 


= 
> ORE EA i nit. ot 


= i. 2 


2 
— 


. ho ko \ 


2 IE OW WED HEY SZ us i 


— 


Hy 
2 
bh 
_ 
. » 
ws. 
5 
SR), 
5 
r ad 
Ke 3 
Is 
. 
5 34 
f 
IH, 
er 
LN 
S% 


—  ——— 


Then adieu to their charms, to their beauties adieu, 
All thoughts of the ſex I refign ; 
I tight in thy cauſe, to thy int'reſt am true, 
And yield me eternally thine ; 
And if ever, great maſter, thy colours I fly, 
Or er. like a lover J pine, =. 
May, greateſt of curſes! my hogſhead run dry, 
Nor more be repleniſh'd with wine, — bleſt wine, 
Nor more, &, 
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Song 


( 92 ) 


Soxc CIV, 


The FAREWELL, 


JMperious love, whoſe ſecret fire | 
Long time has prey'd upon my breaſts 
Each wiſh preſents, each vain defire, 
In fancy's gaudieſt colours dreſt: 


But ftern impartial reaſon cries, 

| Thy ſelf-deceiving hopes reſign ; 
Deluded wretch ! ſuppreſs my ſighs, 

Nor dare in ſecret thought repine. 


Thou artleſs fair ene, miſtreſs, friend, 
Thou firſt and beſt belov'd, farewell! 
What griefs my heart at parting rend, 
Let tears and broken murmurs tell, | 


With thee IJ hop'd, ah flattering dream ! 

| To taſte the ſweets that never cloy ; 
But fate o'erturn'd each airy ſcheme 
Of ſocial peace, and guiltleſs joy. 


O come, religion, to my aid, 

And ſooth my anguiſh'd ſoul to reſt; 
Bid me forget the lovely maid, 
Bid me forget I once was bleſt. 


Farewell, thy ſex's nobleſt pride ! 

O may my happy rival's love, 

Crown'd with ſucceſs to mine deny'd, 
Like mine ſincere and conſtant prove. 


Why weep for me? At heav'n's command 
Soon ſhall I fink to ſoft repoſe, 
And ſoon ſhall death with pitying hand | 
This fcene of grief and folly cloſe, 
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| (93) 
No more, with filent pleaſure fir'd, 
Theſe eyes upon wy charms ſhall gaze, 
Nor more my tongue, by love inſpir'd, 
Delightful taſk! thy virtues praiſe, 


| SonGc CV, 
Sung by Mr. Bxard at Ranelagh, 


YE bells, and ye flirts, and ye pert little things, 
Who trip in this frolick ſome round; 
Prithee tell me from whence this indecency ſprings, 

The ſexes at once to confound, 
What means the cock'd hat, and the maſculine air, 
With each motion deſign'd to perplex ? 
Bright eyes were intended to languiſh, not ſtare, 
And ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex, 
Dear girls, and ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſets 


The girl who on beauty depends for ſupport, 

May call ev'ry art to her aid, | 
The boſom diſplay'd and the petticoat ſhort, 

Are ſamples ſhe gives of her trade, 
But thoſe on whom fortune indulgently ſmiles, 

And whom pride as preſerv'd from the ſnare, 
Should lily attack us with coyneſs and wiles, 
Not with open and inſolent air, 

Brave girls, and with, c. 


Then Venus, whoſe ſtatue delights all mankind, 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the view, 
And kindly ſhou'd ſeem by the artiſts deſign'd, 
To ſerve as a model for you, 
Then learn with her beauties to copy her air, 
Nor venture too much to reveal, 
Our fancies will paint what you cover with care, 
And double each charm you conceal, 
Sweet girls, believe me, &c, 
The 
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The bluſhes of morn, and the mildneſs of may, 
Are charms which no art can procure, 

Oh! be but yourſelves, and our homage we'll pay, 
And your empire is ſolid and ſure : _ 

But if Amazon-like you attack your gallants, 

And put us in fear of our lives, 

You may do very well ſo for ſiſters and aunts, 
But believe me you'll never be wives, 
Poor girls, believe me, &. 


| S oN G CVI, | 
Sung by Miſs STEVENSON, at Vauxhall-CarZent, 


W HEN Damon firſt my eyes beheld, 
My heart with ſecret tranſport thrill'd, 
And pit-a-pat it went : | 
Young, artleſs, innocent, and ſhy, 
So unexperienc'd was I, 
I wonder'd what he meant. 


| Whene'er I met him on the plain, 
He'd kiſs me, figh'd, and kiſs again, 
And ſweeteſt tales invent: 
And then he'd tell me he muſt die 
But, as I ſaw no danger nigh, 
I wonder'd what he meant. 


. 


To nymphs, whom years had wiſer made, 
I told the tender things he ſaid, 
And of his ſad complaint: 
Full well the tender things they knew, ' 

For they, like me, had heard them too,, 
Nor wonder'd what they meant. I 
They anſwer'd, love had touch'd my heart; 

That Damon, by his ſex's art 
Might cauſe me to repent : 

And that I ſhould defire the ſwain 

To tell me, when we met again, 
If he to wed me meint. 0 


RKReioic'd 


( 95) 
Rejoic'd ſuch good advice to find, 
I tripp'd, to let him know my mind, 
Acroſs the mead intent : 
I told him, did he not defign 
With me in Hymen's bands to join, 
I wonder'd what he meant. 


The youth, whoſe love was aw'd by fear, 
Grew raptur'd ſuch ſweet ſounds to hear ; 
Straight to the church we went... 
How wiſe we all by marriage grow! 
Tho? fooliſh once, yet now I know, 
I know what Damon meant. 


SONG CVII. 
NEAR the fide of a pond at the foot of hill, 


A free hearted fellow attends on his mill : 
Freſh health blooms her ſtrong roſey hue o'er his face, 
And honeſty gives een to awkwardneſs grace, 
Beflower'd with his meal does he labour and fing, 
And regaling at night he's as bleſt as a king, | 
After heartily eating he takes a full ſwill, 

Of liquor home brew'd, to ſucceſs of his mill, 


He makes no nice ſcruple of toil for his trade, 
For that's an exciſe to his induſtry. paid 
His conſcience is free, and his income is clear, 
And he values not them of ten thouſand a year; 
He's a freehold ſufficient to give him a vote, 
At elections he ſcorns to accept of a groat : 
He hates your proud place-men, and do what they will 
They ne'er can ſeduce the ſtaunch man of the mill, 


On ſunday he talks with the barber and prieſt, 
And hopes that our ſtateſmen, do all for the beſt ; 
That the Spaniards ſhall ne*'erinterruptour free trade, 
Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid; 

He fears the French navy and commerce increaſe, 
And he wiſhes poor Germany ſtill may have peace; 


Tho' 
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ME (96) 
Tho old England he knows may have ſtrength and 


have ſkill, 
To protect all her manors, and ſave his own mill. 


With this honeſt hope he goes home to his work, 

And if water is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 

And over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 

Or with the Riff plough turns up furrows of clay; 
His harveſt is crown'd with a good Engliſh glee, 
That his country may ever be happy and free; 
With his hand and his heart toking George does hefill, 
And may all loyal ſouls act the man of the mill. 


So NG CVIII. 
The UN EXTTC TED REVZNCI. 


Never lov'd but one fair maid, 
And ſhe did prove untrue; 
. Untrue to him who to her paid; 
More love than was her due, 
More love, &c. 


Her wand'ring heart and faithleſs eyes; 

Made many a ſhepherd weep ; 

While all of them ſought for the prize, 
Which none of them cou'd keep. 


Ah! fince *tis ſo ye gode, ſaid I, 
up Ve righteous pow'rs above, 
Revenge on her my miſery, 

- My true but lighted love, 


May ſhe know what it is to love, 


And fix her wand” ring heart 
On one who will unconſtant prove, 
And let her feel the ſmart, 


80 may ſhe love as ſhe made me, 
And find the ſame diſdain ; 
Since ſhe was pleas'd with cruelty, 

Now may ſhe feel the pain, 
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DE! take the wars that hurried Billy from me, 
Who to love me juſt had ſworn ; 5 
They made him captain ſure to undo me, 
Woe's me he'll ne'er return. 
A thouſand loons abroad will fight him, 
He from thouſands ne'er will run: 
Day and night I did invite him, 


To ſtay at home from ſword and gun, 


I us'd alluring graces, 
With muckle kind embraces, 

Now ſighing, than crying, tears dropping fall; 
And had he my ſoft arms | 
Preferr'd to war's alarms, 

By love grown mad, without the man of gad, 

I fear in my fit I had granted all. 
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J waſh'd and patch'd, to make me look provoking ;. 
Snares that they told me would catch the Men, 
And on my head a huge commode fat poking, 
Which made me ſhew as tall again 
For a new gown too I paid muckle money, 
Which with golden flowers did ſhine ; 
My love well might think me gay and bonny, 
No Scotch laſs was e' er ſo fine. 


My petticoat I ſpotted, ; 
Fring'd too with thread and knotted, 
Lace ſhoes, filk-hoſe, garter full over the Knee; 
But oh ! the fatal thought! 
To Billy theſe are nought ; 
Who rode to towns, and rifled with Dragoons, 
When he, filly Loone, might have plunder'd me, 


| SonG CX. 
HOOLY and FAIRLEY, 
CY H ! what had I to do for to marry, 
My wife drinks nothing but ſack and canary z 
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(98) 
I to her friends complain'd right early, 
© gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly, 
I | Hooley and fairly, 
O gin my wife wad drink booly an aich, 


Firſt ſhe drank crummie, and ſyne ſhe drank garie, 
Now ſhe has drunken my bonny grey marie, 
That carry'd me thro' the dub and the larie, 


O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly, 


She drunken her fockings, ſae has ſhe her ſhoon, 


She has dranken away her bonney new gawn, 
She's drunken her ſark that cover'd her airly, 


O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly, 
If ſhe'd drink but her ain things I wan na much care, 
She drinks my claiths 1 canna well ſpare ; 
To the kirk and the market Iſe gang for barley. 
O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly, 
My ſunday's coat ſhe has laid it a wad, | 
The beſt blue bonnet e'er was o' my head, 
When I'm with my goſſips it angers me fairly, 
O gin my wife wad drink hooley and fairly. 
The very grey mittens that gaid o' my hands, 
To her neighbours wife ſhe had laid them in pawn, 
My bone-headed ſtaff that I loved ſo dearly, 
O gin my wife wad drink hooley and fairly. 
If there's any filler ſhe maun keep the purſe, 
If I ſeek but a baubie, ſhe'll ſcald and will curſe, 
She gangs like a queen, I ſcrimpit and ſparely, 
D gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly, 


I never was given to wrangling or ſtrife, 


Nor e'er did refuſe her the comforts of life, 
Ere it come to a war I am aw' for a parley. 


O gin my wife wad drink booly and fairly 


A pint with the cummers I wad her allow, 
But when the fats down, ſhe fills her ſel fow, 


And 


( 99 ) 


And when ſhe is fow, ſhe is unko Camfterie, 
| O gin my wife wad drink booley and fairly, - 


$ke rins not to the cauſy, ſhe raves and ſhe rants, 
Has nae dread of her neighbours, nor minds the 
houſe wants, 
Roars fome fooliſh lilt, Take ap thy heart Charlie, 
O gin my wife wad drink booly and fairly, 


And when ſhe comes hame, ſhe lays on the lads, 
She calls the laſſes both limmers and jades, 
And I my ain ſel a poor auld cuckold carly. 

O gin my wife wad drink booly and fairly, 


SowG CXI, Veo d and Marry'd and aw. 


TH E bride came fra the barn, 
And ſhe was dighting her cheeks, 

How can I be marry'd to-day, 

That hath neither blankets nor ſheets 

That hath neither blankets nor ſheets, 

And wants a covering too, 

The bride that has a” things to borrow, 

Has een right muckle to do. 


Mood and marry'd and a* 
Marry d and wood and a” 
And was ſhe not very well off, 
That was wo d and marry d and a', 


What's the matter, quoth Wolley ? 

Though we be fcarce of claiths, 

We'll creep the cloſer together, 

And fley away the fleas, 

The ſummer is coming on, 

And we'll get puckles of woo', 

We'll fee a laſs of our ain, | 

And ſhe'll fpin blankets enough. id 
Wo d and marry'd, Cc. 


O then ſpeak the bride's mother, 
De il tick of a' this pride, 


(re) 
I had not a plack in my pocket, 
The day that I was a bride. 
My gown was linſey-woolſey, 
And never a ſark at a', 
And you have gowns and buſkins, 


Mair than one or twa, 
Moo d and marry d, Cc. 


Then ſpake the bride's father, 

As he came fra the plough, 

Hold your tongue, my daughter, 

And you'ſe get geir enough, 

The ftirk that gangs in the tether, 

And our braw baſſen' d yade, 

To load your corn in harveſt, 

What wad ye ha' more you jade? 
Moo d and marry'd, &c, 


Then in came the bride's brother, 

As he came from the kye, 

O Woolley wou'd ne'er have had you, 

If he had known you as well as I: 
For you're both proud and ſaucy, 

Not fit for a poor man's wife, 

If I've ne'er a better than you, 

„ I'll never have yan in my life. 

= Moo d and marry'd, &c, 


Then ſpake the bride's ſiſter, 
As ſhe ſat by the fire, 
O gin I were marry'd to-night, 
No mare that I defire : g 
But 1, poor girl, muſt live ſingle, 
And do the beſt I can, 
I did n't care what come o' me, 

© $0 I had but a good-man, 

We d aud marry'd, &c. 


Zonc CxII. 


SONG CXII, 


Lythe Colin's bleſt art, 
Has bewitch'd my young heart, 
And truſt me there's place for none other; 
Shoul'd he once ceaſe to woo, 
What muſt ſcorn'd Molly do? 
For there's not in the world ſuch another, 
There's not in the world ſuch another, 


No lad on the plain, 
Sure can pipe like my ſwain, 
So ſweetly can carol no other, 
Oh! how off in the vale, 
Have I heard his foft tale, 
And by moon-light he'll tell me another, 


Wit, beauty and truth, 

All bedeck the dear youth, 

rſuade me my love not to ſmother, 
He has riches in ſtore, 

Yet he courts me tho' poor, 

Nay he ſwears that he doats on no other. 


Shou'd he chance to proclaim, 
To the ſhepherds his flame, 
They'll envy and make a great pother; 
Let the nymphs praiſe or rail, 
All their malice will fail, 
In ſpite I will think of no other. 


To the church on the brow, 
Once he pointed I vow, 
Then with kiſſes me almoſt did ſmother ; 
Not a word cou'd I ſay, 
But I long for the day, 
Ob! he'll marry me one time or oth 


er, 
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Song CX 


Ir. 


(12) 
Some CXIII. 4 Scorch Ballad. 


ALL on the pleaſant banks of Tweed, 
Young Jockey won my heart; 
None tun'd ſo ſweet his oaten reed, 
None ſung with ſo much art: 
His ſkillful tale 
Did ſoon prevail, 
'To make me fondly love him ; 
But now he hies, 
Nor heeds my cries ; 
I wou'd I ne'er had ſeen him 
IT wou'd I ne'er had ſeen him! 


When firſt we met, the bonny ſwain 
| Of nought but love cou'd ſay ; 
Oh give, he cry'd, my heart again : 
You've ſtole my heart away: 
Or elſe incline 
To give me thine, 
And I'll together join em: 
My faithful heart, 
Will never part: 
Ah! why did I believe him 


Not now my lighted face he knows, 
His ſoon forgotten dear ; 
To wealthier laſs o'erjoy'd he goes, 
To breath his falſhocd there 
Miſtaken Kate, | 
The ſwain's a cheat, 
Not for a moment truſt him: 
For ſhining gold 
He's bought and ſold : 
I wou'd I had not ſeen him“ 


Then all ye maidens fly the ſwain, 
<-»- His wily ſtories ſhun, ; 
Elſe you like me muſt ſoon complain, 
Like me will be undone, 

But peace my breaſt, 


Nor break thy reft, 


- 


Vi 
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( 203 ) 
II try clean to forget him; 
I ſoon ſhall ſee 
As good as he 
I wiſh I ne'er had ſeen him! 


Song CXIV, 
TH E ſun beam' d forth intenſely bright, 


Exulting in meridian light; 
When blooming Sylvia ſought the bow'r, 
To paſs in ſhade the noon-tide hour: 

To paſs in ſhade the noon-tide hour: 
It chanc'd that I too wander'd there, 
And when reclin'd I ſaw the fair, 

Cou'd I leave her, cou'd [ leave her, 
Think lovers cou'd I leave her. 


Oh, goddeſs of my ſoul, I cry'd, 

See nature ſmiles in genial pride 

The feather'd poets ſing and bill, 

But ſweeter Sylvia's cruel ftili ; 

To gentler uſe thy charms employ, 

The voice of love invites to joy. 

I'll ne'er leave thee, I'll ne'er leave thee, 
Dear Sylvia I'll ne'er leave thee, 


Canſt thou, ſhe anſwer'd, brand the name 
Of love, to grace thy ſenſual flame ? 

True paſſion hopes ſublimer joys, 

And never whom it loves deftroys ; 

And beauty only looks divine 

When virtue gives it light to ſhine, 

Haſte and leave me, haſte and leave me, 
Deceiver haſte and leave me, 


With all ſucceſsful knowledge told 
Wou'd melt the kind, and warm the cold, 
I trove her doctrine to confute; | 
But fortitude was abſolute : 
Some magic dwelt in all ſhe ſaid, 
And ſtill was this injunction laid; 
Haſte and leave me, haſte and leave me, 
Thou rover! haſte and leave me, | 


( 104 ) 
At length convicted, ſelf-condemn'd, 
I lov'd that pow'r I once contemn'd ; 
Compell'd to own againſt my will 
That chaſtity's in woman ſtill. 
From folly's maze I now depart, 
And Sylvia ſo endears my heart 
Twill ne'er leave her, *twill ne'er leave her; 
My heart will never leave her. 


i Sons CXV, 

Am a young virgin that oft has been told, 

I ſhould try to get marry'd before I'm too old: 
I took their advice and got one in my eye, 
Who if I can't have, I'm afraid I ſhall die, 
Who if I can't have, I'm afraid I ſhall die, 


Young Thyrſis is witty well-featur'd and tall, 
His fellow ſwains own that he out-does em all: 
When firſt I beheld him, I cannot tell why, 

I thought I was going that moment to die, &c. 


If through the receſſes of yon filent grove, 
\ Or over the meadows I happen to rove, 

And ſee my dear ſhepherd at diſtance paſs by, 

I trembled all o'er, and am ready to die, &c. 
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When he plays on his pipe to the lambkins around, 
I Ay to the place, where I hear the bleſt ſound : 
Oh! Thyrfis ſweet youth, to myſelf then I cry, 1 
1! liſten to thee, were I going to die, &c. | 2 
Laſt ſaturday eve, I remember the day, 
I caught him faluting Clarinda the gay 
That I envy'd each kiſs, I will not deny, 
And fervently pray'd that my rival might die, &c, 


Come Hymen and lend a young virgin your aid, 

Who without your aſſiſtance muſt die an old maid g 

To all my fond wiſhes, make Thyrſis comply, 

And if I don't have him I wiſh I may die. 

And if I don't have him I wiſh 1 may die. ONE: 
en; 6 Sox6*CXVI, 
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Song CXVI. 
The Fair PRO TESTER. 
No ſhepherd was like Strephon gay, 


No ſwain to me ſo dear; 
*T was rapture all the live-long day, 
His ſong, his pipe to hear. 
Yet when he ſigh'd and talk'd of love, 
His paſſion I'd forbid 
For what I felt to hide I ftrove,—— 
Upon my word I did, 


The ſpring, when nature wakes to youth, 
And all looks life and joy ; | 

The ſummer's ſun ſaw Strephon's truth, 
Saw Chloe ſtill was coy, 

At length he vow'd, “ Thou cruel fair, 

| « Difdain my heart has freed, 

He ſpoke and left me in deſpair. 

Upon my word he did, 


How ſad how penitent was I! 

My pride had caus'd my pain; 
From morn to eve I us'd to ſigh, 

« Oh Strephon, come again!“ 
It chanc'd he ſought a render lamb, 

That in the grove lay hid; 

When thoughtlefs there I breath'd his name. 

Upon my word I did, 


Surpriz'd my well known voice to hear, 
In ſounds of ſoft delight, 

With eager ſteps the youth drew near, 

| And met my raptur'd fight ; 

No pow'r had I, all art was vain, 

Of Strephon to get rid ; 

My panting heart confeſs d the ſwain. 
Upon my word it did, 


Oh, nymph, he cry'd, whoſe eyes to meet 
| My ſoul with joy o'erflows ! | 


— 


{ 106 ) 
The bee that roves from ſweet to ſweet, 
Like me prefers the roſe! 
Ye maids, with whom I've tript the plain, 
Let other youths ſucceed ; 
My Chloe welcom'd me again. 
Upon my word ſhe did, 


While bluſhes crimſon'd o'er my cheek, 
| My hand with warmth he preſs'd ; 
Oh, ſpeak, he ſigh'd, my Chloe, ſpeak, 
Shall Strephon now be bleſt ? 
Oh, who that lov'd ſo well, ſo long, 
The ſhepherd cou'd have chid ? 
Perhaps you think I held my tongue, 
Upon my word I did, 


Song CXVII. 
1 OUNG Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight, 
He's ever unhappy when I'm from his ſight ; 
He wants to be with me, wherever I go: 
The duce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo ! 


His pleaſure all day is to fit by my fide, 
He pipes and he ſings, tho I frown and I chide ; 
I bid him depart, but he ſmiling ſays no : 
The duce muſt be in him for plaguing me ſa! 


.B He often requeſts me his pain to relieve ; 
I aſk him what favour he hopes to receive; 
His anſwer's a ſigh, while in bluſhes I glow 2 
| What mortal beſides him would plague a maid fo ? 


This breaſt-knot he yeſterday brought from the 
ab,, 
He ſoftly intreated I'd wear for his fake : 
Such trifles tis eaſy enough to beſtow, _ 
1 ſure deſerve more for his plaguing me ſo 


He hands me each eve to the cot from the plain, 
He meets me each morn to conduct me again: 
But what's his intention I wiſh I could know, 

For I'd rather be married than plagu'd with him fe, 

| Soxs CXVIII. 
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{Sons CXVIIL 


Y OUNG Colin ſought my heart to gain, 
The ſhepherd loſt in love ; 
Each morn he woo'd me on the plain, 
Each noon within the grove ; 
Yet my denial ſtill was this, 
Pſhaw man, I can't endure you! 
And if he offer'd but to kiſs, 
Such rudeneſs ! I' aſſure you 
Such rudeneſs ! I'll aſſure you! 


For twenty youths (not him alone) 
The am'rous flame confeſt; 

And had I once been kind to one, 
I'm ſure I'd loſt the reſt : 

Beſide he us'd no pretty arts, 

But ſagely wou'd allure me; 

While others talk'd of flames and darts: 

Twas pretty—— I'll aſſure ye! 


My face, my form, were prais'd aloud, 
My wit new conqueſt fir'd ; 

And 'twas enough to make one proud 

| To be ſo much admir'd. 

At length reflection ſhew'd the fate 
Such flatt'ry might procure me; 

And virtue warn'd to ſhun the bait, 
Nor vainly —— I'll aſſure ye 


J bade the ſighing train depart; 
This maxim pleas'd to prove, 

That flatt'ry fills the ſenſual heart, 
But truth the heart of love. 

Young Colin wont in vain to plead, 
Of vanity to cure me; 

| Now woo'd: again, and now indeed, 

I lov'd him — I'll affure ye! 


4 blam'd myſelf ſuch ſcorn to bear 
To merit now ſo clear; 
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By my example learn ye fair, 
To prize the youth ſincere, 
We inſtant join'd the nuptual tie; 
He raptur'd to enſnare me: 
And truſt me, damſels, when you try 
"Twill charm ye— I'll aſſure ye 1 
Twill charm ye — I'll aſſure ye! 


Song CXIX. 
Recitative, | 
OME courtly youth whom love inſpires, 
May ſing of flames and ſoft defires 
| Or ftring Apollo's tuneful lyre, 
Fo To move in melting ſtrain; 
= But I Parnaſſus ne'er have ſeen, 
The god of love or Cyprian queen; 
I know not what thoſe fancies mean, 
A poor and homely ſwain. 
T know that 1 went to the fair, 
1 know that I went to the fair, 
The miller's daughter Moll was there 
Her beauty made me gape and tare 3 
| A woeful fight for John: 
1 fell in love upon the place, 
1 told her my unhappy caſe ; 
Yet ſtill the turn'd away her face, 
And bid me get me gone, 
And bid me, &c. 


My heart went bumping in my breaf, 
1 broke a ſcore of ribs at leaſt; 
The live-long day I took no reſt, 
Nor clos'd my eyes at night: 
I am ſo bad at times that I, 
For aught I know may come to dye, 
If ſhe keeps on her cruelty; 
I am in doleful plight, 5 


Song CXXI 


* I N . 
1 1 8 2 RES 2 "hes 5 6 ING? 2 3 n N N 


( 109 ) 


So NG CXX. Sylvia's Smicket, 
Ipinſters divine, ye muſes nine, 
Teach me to ſing like a cricket, 
Nor deem me bold, while I unfold 
The charms of Sylvia's ſmicket. 


Her needle darts quite through my heart's 
Core——=with the pain how ſick it! 

] feel it twitch at ev'ry ſtitch, | 
That's ſet in Sylvia's ſmicket, 


Thoſe threads ſo fine and ſlender twine, 
(Than ſmalleſt hairs leſs thick it,) 
Reſtleſs prove, the links of love, 
That tye me tv her imicket. 


But oh ! the thimble on her nimble 
Neat finger, leit the prick it! 
O could it yield as firm a ſhield, 
To ſave me from her ſmicket, 


So nice, ſo neat, and ſo compleat, 
(With tears alas ! I ſpeak it) 

Muſt it be torn, to rags be worn, 
Like any common ſmicket. 


To burn for tinder, ſome dirty Cinder- 
Wench will to pieces pick it 
Like me each match the flame ſhall catchy 

And kindle at her ſmicket, 


Its ſnow-white hue it may renew 
In paper, card, or ticket 

And I, fond ſwain, may tell my pain 
To Sylvia on her ſmicket, 


To hunt the hare be others care, 
And beat the field or thicket ; 

A ſweeter game ſhall be my aim, 
That burrows in her * 


| His art like the reſt is a 


(ro) 


In damaſk fine let others ſhine, 
(The moment could T nick it) 

d rather preſ ga fig for dre. 
My Sylvia in her ſmickęt. 8 


But ſhould the frown, in pond I'll drown, | 


Or hang nie at her wicket 
Then, maiden proud, inſtead of ſhroud 
© wrap me in your ſmicket, 


SoN G CXXI, 
THIS world is a ſtage, 
On which mankind engage, 
And each acts his part in a throng : 
But all is confuſion, N 
| Meer folly, deluſion, 1516 
And faith nothing elſe but a fong.; 
A ſong, a ſong, 1 
And faith nothing elſe but a ſong. 


The parfon fo grave, 


DA Says your ſoul he will ſave, . 3-2; + 
And point the right way from the wrong, 


After piouſly teaching, | 
And long-winded preaching, 


He puts off his flock with a fong, &c, 


The doctor he fills, 

You with bolus and pifls, _ 
With aſſurance to make you live long 3 
But believe me tis true, 5 

The guinea's in view, 


And the reſt is all but a ſong, Cc. 


The ſurgeon ſo bold, 
His lancet doth hold, 


And ſlaſhes your body along; 


Small wounds he enlarges, . 
To ſwell up your charges 
Ong, Se. 


( 1x ) 
The ſoldier he rattles, 
Of fieges and battles, 
And actions that he's been among; 
His preferment and ſpirit, 
Are both like his merit, 
You ſee they are bought for a ſong, &c, 


The maſter he cries, 
See the clouds how they riſe, _ 

Up aloft my briſk lads it blows ſtrong 3 
Boy make us ſome flip, 
And I'll warrant the ſhip, 

Will ſoon reach her port is his ſong, &:, 


Vers'd in quirks and in quibbles, 
The lawyer he ſcribbles, 
And moves his mellifluous tongue 
*T'wixt demur and vacation, 
He'll raiſe expectation, 
Then fink your eſtate to a ſong, &c, 


The merchant is bent, 
On his twenty per cent, 
To him journal and leidger belong; 
Commiſſion with charges, 
His profit enlarges, 
Till his ballance may end in a ſong, &c, 


With powder and lace, 
And effeminate face, 
The gay fop behold ftrutting along; 
Juſt arriv'd from his travels, 
nothing he levels, 
But juſt at a dance and a ſong, &c, 
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The gentle coquet, 
She's all in a fret, 

In the mora if her toilet be wrong; 
The whole day ſhe will paſs, 

| To conſult her dear glaſs, | 
And at night die away with a ſong, Cc. 


* AL 


4 * 


( 112 ) 


The furly old prude, 
She will ſay you are rude, 
For the bliſs tho? ſhe ſecretly long; 
But take her aſide, 
You may manage her pride, 
And her virtue bring down to a ſong, &c. 


The courtier he ſmiles, 
At the time he beguiles, 
And feeds you with promiſes long; 
He ſqueezes your hand, 
And calls you his friend, 
Tho' he means nothing more than a ſong, S c. 


Then let us be jolly, 
Drive hence melancholly, 

Since we are brave fellows among; 
Taſte life as it paſſes, 
And fill up our glaſſes, 

And each honeſt blade ſing a ſong, 
A ſong, a ſong, 
And each honeſt blade ſing a ſong, 
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SoxG CXXIT, Matrimonial Deafneſs 


TW O ears at a time are two many for ule, 
When they're only the inlet of ſtrife, 

But few they are found who, tho' wiſe, would refuſe 
To poſleſs the fair organs of life : 

Yet deafneſs ſometimes of advantage is found, 
Misfortunes may turn to a bleſſing; | 

For when nonſenſe diſtracts, or when tumults ſurrogae 
They then loſe the power of diſtreſſing, 


Hence I wiſely am taught to be deaf of one ear, 


While the other for uſe I employ, 
One gate I ſhut up againſt trouble and care, 
And the other keep open for joy; 
When my conſort begins her loud windpipe to (dear, 
With a peal would the world rend aſunder, 
Serenely I fit and I cock my deaf ear, 
Unmov'd midſt the roar of the thunder. 


e hgh 
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T'other day comes a dun, with good fir! you well 
know: 

What ſay you? ſpeak louder a little; 

You know, fir, you borrow'd three twelve months ago, 
Alas ! friend, I can't hear a tittle, 

You owe me ten pounds, then louder he cries, 
And repeats it as ſtrong as he can 

I point to my ears, and I lift up my eyes, 
Till he hardly can think me the man, 


J, as grave as a don, cry, —- My hearing's quite loſt 3 
And my money, ſays he, toa, I fear: 

Pox on him, *tis folly to talk ta a poſt, 
So he leaves me as mad as a hare, 

Thus my life night and day in ſoft indolence flows, 
Scolding, dunning, nor brawling I fear : 

Ye married men all, as ye wiſh for repoſe, 
Be ſure to be deaf of one ear, 


toms CY. 


N E nymphs who preſide o' er the muſical throng, 


O aid me a while, and inſpire my ſong; 
On a theme which nor Horace, nor Homer of yore, 
Or the reſt of the bards, e'er your aid did implore. 


"Tis ringing*s my theme, of dear ringing I ſing, 
Britannia's own art, for no people elſe ring: 


Could my verſes but equal the theme of my ſong, 


All muſick ſhould yield to the merry ding-dong, 


Tho' ſome in the notes of a fiddle delight, 
And with a dull crowder will friſk all the night 
Such capering ſots are unworthy my ſong 
Compar'd with the muſical, merry ding-dong, 


Let the beau to Vauxhall with impatience repair 
To hear Stephenſon ſing, and at caſcades to ſtare; 
Such ſqueaking, and rumbling, may fait the gay 

throng, 


But are trifling compar'd with the lofty tins 


E 3 Aſcblap'us 
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Ein | 
AE ſ\culap*us*s ſons, thoſe grave ſages of art, 
Briſk action preſcribe as the balm of the heart; 
If ſo, what more fitting our lives to prolong, 
Than to bome in the lofty, the merry ding-deng, 


hen the parſon the conjugal harneſs has ty'd, 
And hamper'd in wedlock, the bridegroom and bride ; 
Tho' nought but grim death can divide the tough 
thon 


"Twill wear roughly (they ſay) unleſs ſmooth'd with = 
ding-dong. X 2 85 
In war's cruel ſtrife ſhould our conquering fleet, 
Tholepeace-breaking villians, the Frenchmendefeat; 
Nor hautboys, nor fiddles, nor flutes will avail, | 
is the merry tun'd bells mutt declare the glad tale. 
On the birth-days, when nought but briſk joy's 
to be found, | 
Tho* cannons, and trumpets, and kettle drums ſound ; 
Our marth is imperfe&t as C—b—r's trite ſong, 
Till clos'd in the ev'ning with merry ding-dang, 


Come fill me a glaſs, fill it high brother ſtring, 
A bumper I'll drink, for my toaſt is the king ; 
May. his majeſty's reign be auſpicious and long, 
Aud his race never fail, while the bells ſay ding-dong. 


So VG CXXIV. 


1 Heard much talk of Oxford town, 
And fain I wou'd go thither ; 
When ploughing and ſowing, that was done, 
It being gallant weather, 
Fat her he did to't agree, 
That Nell and 1 thou'd go: 
But mother cry'd, that we chou'd ride, 
So we had Dobbin too, 


So 1 goes unto ſiſter Nell, 
And bids her make her ready; 
And put on all her zundy cloaths, 
A fine as any lady ; 


| (408; 3 
"Tis a gallant day; the morning's grey, 
And likely to be fair ; 
Therefore make haſte, and ſoon be lac'd, 
And I'll go baite the mare, 


So upon the mare we got, 
And away we rid together ; 
And ev'ry body as wrt met, 
We atk'd how far *twas thither, 
Till at the laſt, when on the top 
OP Chiſſelden hill we riſs; 
F ſomewhat ſpy'd, like ſteeples; and cry'd, 
| Zooks, Nell, look, yonder tis. : 


So when as nearer to't we came, 
We tee folks, infant thick; 
I heard alittle baſtard zay, 

Look, here comes country Dick, 
Another baſtard call'd me Ralph, 
And how is't, honeſt Joan? 
Nay Roger too, and little Sue; 
And all the folks at home, 


So we rode on and nothing ſaid, 
But looked for an alehouſe; 
At laſt we zee a hugeous ſign, 
As big as any gallows 
It was two dogs ; ſo in we rode, 
And call'd for the hoftler : 
Out came a luſty fellow then, 
I wa'an'd he was a wroſtler. 


- 
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Here take this horſe, and ſet'en up; 
And ge'en a lock of hay; 

For we be come to zee the town, 
And tarry here all day, 

Yes, fir, he ſaid ; and call'd the maid, 
That ſtobd within the entry; 

She had us into a room as clean, 

As tho' we'd both been gentry, 


* 


219 }- 


So we zet down, and bid 'em fetch 
A flaggon of their beer: 
But when it come, Nell ſhook. her head, 
And zed *twas plaguy dear, 
Says ſhe to me, if we ſtay here long, 
"Twill ſoon make us go a begging z 
For I am ſure it cannot be 
So much as old Martin's flaggan, 


So we got up, and away we went 
To zee the gallant town; 
And at the gate we met a man 
With a pitiful ragged gown : 
As for his ſleeves, I do believe 
That they were both tore off; 
And inſtead of a hat, he wore a cap, 
*Twas a trencher cover'd with cloth, 


And as we were going along the town, 
I thote I had found a knife : 
I ſtooped down to take it up, 
But was ne'er ſo ſham'd in my life, 
For the underſide was all be 
With an arrant chriſtian's t d: 
The boys fell a hollooing, an April fool, 
But I zed ne'er a word. 


t 


As we went through a narrow lane 
One ketch'd faſt hold of fiſter ; 

He'd parſons cloaths, and he du'dnt know us 
But fain he wou'd ha' kiſs'd her. 

He was plaguy fine; but to my mind 

Hie look'd much like a wencher : 

J up wi' my ſtick, and ga'en a lick, 
I believe, I flit his trencher. 


Then we went into a fine place | | 
And there we went to church : f 

I kneeled down to ſay my pray'rs , 
And du'dnt think no hurt. | 

In the middle of pray'rs, juſt up the ſtairs, 
Was bagpipes to my thinking; 


( 17 ) 
And the folk below fell a ſinging toe, 
As tho' they'd been a drinking, 


I qu'dnt like the doings there, 
And zo I took my hat : 
I du'dnt think they wou'd ha' done ſo, 
In zitch a place as that : 
But Nell was for ſtaying till they'd quite done playing 
Becauſe ſhe lik'd the tune; 
For ſhe was ſure, the ne er did hear 
Old Crundall play't at home, 


Then we went into a fine garden, 
All up upon a hill ; 
And juſt below, a dial did grow 
Much like a waggon wheel : 
But bigger by half, which made me laugh, 
"Twas like a garden knot : 
When the zun ſhown bright, it went as right =». 
As our parſon's clock. 


Then we went out o' that fine place, 
And went into another, | 
Which was vorty times as fine 
As any of the other: 

Bleſs me, our John, quite all along 
There's books piled up like mows ! 
Faith Nell, I wiſh that mother was here, 

If *twas not for the cows. 


And in the middle ſtood two things 
As round as any ball; 
They told us *twas the picture of 
The World, the zea, and all : 
And thoſe that know how to turn em right, 
And how to turn em round, 
Cou'd tell us what it was a clock, 
In the world under ground. 


And many more things they cou'd tell 
That was a' moſt as ſtrange; : 

As when the ſun ſhou'd ſet and riſe, 
And when the moon _ d change: 
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F du*dnt care te and ſo near, 
When all theſe things I heard ; 


For I thote in my heart, it was the black arts 
And 1 was a little afraid. 


The ſun being low, then we begun 
To think of going home; 
But one thing more we zavf before 
We got quite out of town: 
We went apace; for being in haſte 
For fear of deing benighted; 
Two hugeous men ſtood ſtrutting Alte 
And Nell and I was frighted, 


Nell had a colour as red as a roſe, 
And durſt not go no furder ; 
They had bloody weapons in their —_— 
Stood ready there for murder : 
o we went back and took our mare, 
And away come trotting home 
Wi' ſtories enough to tell father and mother, 
And little ſiſter Joan, 


SON G CXXV, 


Recitati ve. 
PH E chace 1 is o'er, and on the plain, 
The hounds the luſty ſtag have lain ; 
Let the horns with ſprightly tone, 
All our ſportive pleaſures crown. 


P Air, 
Of Peitons, thus the antient race, 
With ner vous toil purſue the chace 5 
By no ungenerous thoughts controul'd, 
Their hearts were honeſt free and bold, 
Their hearts were honeſt free and bold, 
Of Britons, &c, 


Like them again, no flayes to courts, 
Let Britons ſtill purſue their ſports ; 
Like them again, ſhall Britons be, 


619 
As brave, as honeſt, and as free, 


Like them again ſhall Britons be, 
As brave, as honeſt, and as free. 


SONG CXXVI. 


H Owever ſome in coaches, or barrows ſome may 
beg, 
Tis want that makes the s lde and not the 
wooden leg. 
When a begging they do go, do go, do 80, 
When a begging they do go. 


*Tis thus by greater pony, that nobles grow re- 
nown'd, 
For where we want a penny, ſtate beggars want a 
pound, 
And a begging, &e. 


Your courtiers beg for honour,— ant that's a 
want indeed: 
As many ſhould for honeſty, —— but wall not own 
Lheir need, 
Tho' a berpiiir, &c. 


Vour vizir begs for fubfidies, your partyman for place; 
Your churchmen for a benefice, but not a man 
for grace. 
Waen a begging, &c. 


Thus all from Rome to London, are of the begging 
train 
But we who beg for charity, are thoſe who beg in 
Vain. 
Yet a begging we muſt go, &c. 


Song CXXVIIL. 


Wu E N Briton firſt, at heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
This was the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels fang this firain : 
© Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 
Britons never will be ſlaves, The 
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The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall; 
While thou ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
The cread and envy of them all, 
Rule, Britannia, &c, 


Should war, ſhould faction ſhake thy iſle, 
And fink to poverty and ſhame; 
Heaven ſtill ſha!l on Britannia ſmile, 
Reſtore her wealth, and raiſe her name, 
Rule, Britanria, &c, 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
From foreign, from domeſtic ſtroke, 
As the loud blaſt, that tears thy ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak : 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 


How bleft the prince, reſerv'd by fate, 
In adverſ- days to mount thy throne ! 
Renew thy once triumphant ſtate, 
And on thy grandeur build his own! 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


His race ſhall long, in times to come, 
So heav*n ordains, thy ſceptre weild 
Rever'd abroad, belov'd at home, 
And be at once thy ſword and ſhield, 


Britons never will be ſlaves, 


SoN G CXXVIIT, 


I am reſolv'd I will drink on and die, 


i I am reſolv'd, &c. ; 
il | Your advice may be good, but I've no time to ſpare, 
i Here bring me ſome wine, I can't poſhbly bear, 


0 For I'll loſe not a minute, not 1, not I, 
i - | For I'll loſe, &c. * 


Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 


TO ſome petty ſinner go wheedle and whine, 
Who knows not the value of orthodox wine; 
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That terrible blade Alexander by name, 
Who makes ſuch a noiſe in the annals of fame, 
Owes it all to the juice of the vine; 
That he might not loſe time, which he ne er cou d 
retrieve, 
He had always in battle a ſquire at his ſleeve, 
To ſupply him each minute with wine. 
To ſupply him, &c, 


Twas wine made the univerſe quake at his nod, 
For each bumper he dran madehim fight like a god; 
Such courage did Ba-chus inſpire : 
So wide were his conqueſts, ſo boundleſs his rage, 
That this world for his arms was too narrow a ſtage, 
And he long'sd to ſet others on fire, 
And he long'd, &c. 


Poor tottering reaſon, thou'lt tumble I fear, 
Down tumble thou ſad antichriſtian to beer, 
And mirth from thy ruin ſhall riſe ; 
If wiſdom ſays I muſt go ſober to bed, | 
I vow and proteſt I'll be deaf, dumb, and dead, 
If e'er I'll be fooliſhly wiſe, 
If e'er, &c, 


Son G CXXIX., 


| Love's BAcchAN AL. 
LAV that ſullen garland by thee, 
Keep it for th" Elyſian ſhade 3 
Take my wreath of luſty ivy, 
Not of that faint myrtle made. 
Not of, &c. 
| When I ſee thy ſoul deſcending, 
To that cold unfertile plain 
Of ſad fools the lake attending, 
Thou ſhalt wear this crown again, 
Thou ſhalt, &c, 


CHORUS, 
Row drink wine, and know the odds, 


1 * that Lethe and the Gods. 
wixt that, &c. Rouſe 
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( 122 ) 
Rouſe thy dull and drowſy ſpirits, 
Here's. the ſoul-reviving {lrcams 3 
The ſtupid lovers brain inherits, 
Novght but vain and empty dreams, 
Think not thou theſe diſmal trances 


88 


With our raptures can contend ; 75 

. 2 

The lad that laughs and ſings and dances * 

Shall come ſooneſt to his end. * 

a 8 | CHoRU 5, 5 
Sadneſs may ſome pity move, 2} 


Mirth and courage conquers love, 


Fly then on that cloudy forchead, 
Ope thou vainly croſſed arms: 
Thou mayeſt as well call back the buried, 
As raiſe love by ſuch like charms, 
Sacrifice a glaſs of claret, | 
To each letter of her name ; | A 
Gods have oft deſcended for it, 1 


- Mortals ſure muſt do the ſome, 9 
Cuov vs. 


If ſhe comes not at that flood, 
Slcep will come, and that's as good, 


Song CXXX, 


AS Jockey was walking one midſummer morn, 
He ſat him down careleſs beneath a green thorn 


He had not ſat long e'er a damſel paſt by, 1 
To whom Jockey {ent forth a languiſhing eye, 4 
A languiſh, a languiſh, &c, i 


Did you ſee ſays the fair-one, a fleec'd brindl'd ram, 
With two little lambkins trot each by their dam 
If you did gentle ſhepherd pray tell me which way, 
1 The innocent rovers neglectfully ſtray, 

if The innocent, &c, 


id le told her he ſaw them paſs haſtily by, 
1 And make to the copſe tho” in faith, (was a lye 3 


The 
. . 


In artleſ notes the merry thruſh 


( 123 ) 
Jie daniel ſhe curtſy'd and thank'd with x bluſh, 
But Jo key ſtole alter pd Ini in a buſh, 
She ſearch d then Of ie 0 er, tho' no ſherp the con'd 

in d. 

And heartily cns'd the young, ſwain in her mind 3 
She found ſhe was trick*d, but alas 1 Gly maid, 
She knew not the ſnare was fo arttully Laid, 


The ſhepherd apprar'd, and lays he, pretty maid, 
Thy ewes and thy Limbl:ins have happily firay'd ; 
Then ſſrun to her cloſely, and raviſh'd a Kiſh, 
Put the maiden feem (decoy, andery'd fye, twat amif 5 
Howe'er as ber friends little Iibexty pave, 

She left her old Gaffer to truft a young have 3 
And now tho her ſheep are all ſafe in the pen, 
She viſits the copſe o'er agaim and again, 

She vilits, &e. 


SONG CXXXI. 


11“ 8 Daphne, from the hawthorn buſh, 
The ſpotted finches fing ; 


Salutes the blooming ſpring, 
On verdant bed the violet hes 
To woo the weſtern gale, 
While tow ring hillies meet our een 
Like love-ſick virgins pale. 


The rill that guſhes o'er the ſhore, 
Winds murm'ring thro” the glade: 
So heart-ſtruck Thyrſis tells bis moan, 
To win his clay- cold maid: 
The golden ſun in freſh array 
Flames forward on the ſphere; 
Around the May- pole ſhepherds play 
To hail the flow'ry _ 


r 


Say, ſhall we taſte the breezy air, 
Or wander thro” the grove 

There talk of Sylvia's wild deſpair, | 
The 5105 of lawl:{ love ? Ak! 
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( 124 ) 
Ah! no, ſhe cries, o'er Sylvia's fall 
Exult not, tho' twas juſt, e 
Daſh not the ſinner's name with gall, 


Nor triumph o'er her duſt, 


True virtue ſcorns to fling the dart, 
Herſelf above all fear : 

When juſtice ſtings the guilty heart, 
She drops the gen'rous tear. 

Then own, ye nymphs, this God-like truth 
Is on your hearts impreſs'd; 

On brighteſt patterns form your youth, 

And be for ever bleſt, 


SONG CXXXII. 
| LO VE thou bane of ſoft content, 


Love thou inauſpicious gueſt, 
Say, ſay, oh why thy ſhaft was ſent 
To this once peaceful breaft, 


Sweet as firſt I thought the paſſion, | 
Fancy ſtill new joys cou'd ſee ; 7 

But now how ſad an alteration, 
Damon flies from love and me, 


Thus Sylvia in the conſcious grove 
All ſweetly plaintive mourn'd, 
When Damon chanc'd that way to rove. 
And to the nymph return'd, 


He ſigh'd repentance at her feet, "I 
She ſmil'd upon the ſwain, 4 
And each fond heart reſponſive beat 9 
To love and joy again. 1 


SONG CXXXIII. 
Recitative, 
| AS Delia (bleſt with ev'ry grace) 
Invok'd foft muſic's aid, 
Completely conquer'd by her face, 
Thus gentle Str-phon faid ; Air 


( 125 ) 
Air. 
Where partial nature may deny 
The pow'r of beauty's melting glance, 
Let tedious labour, toil and try 
To ſwell the ſong, or form the dance, 
Where partial nature, &c, 
But let your charms alone ſuffice, 
And truſt the muſick of your eyes, 
Where partial nature, &c, 


Recitative. 


Damon, who chanc'd to over- hear, 
Thus ſpoke as he approach'd more near: 
He flatters ; do not truſt the ſwain, 
But liſten to my honeſt ſtrain, 
| Air. 
Wonders are told of beauty's pow'rs,“ 
Nor faintly warms the tuneful lay; 
Vour voice and perſon ev'ry hour 
By dozens ſteal our hearts away: 
But then how trifling is the prize, 
Since fops have ears, and fools have eyes. 
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3 Ah, lovely nymph! indeed to bleſs, | 
| Select the worthieſt ſwain you've won; 
1 Who, prizing ſound and colour leſs, 
3 Admires you for your ſenſe alone, 
Then leave all little arts behind, 
And ſtudy to improve your mind. 


— ed 


- 28988 7 
CR . . 
1 2 ; 
— d . — 
wa E& Bo OW A 
2 — * — 


7 2 


So NG CA 


7 A, piring ſol whoſe glad-ſome rays, 
$ Invites the muſe to ſing; 
Prone o'er the eaſt in flame diſplays, 

'To uſher in the ſpring, 
Great nature gives the loud alarm, 
And all her works appear, 
 Reſuming ev'ry wonted charm, 
To bleſs the riſing year. 


16 
The fields their livelieſt verdure wear, 
Pomona's bleſſings bloom; 
| And Flora does the ambient air, 
With vernal ſweet's perfume ; 
To welcome ſpring, on oaten reed, 
The ſhepherds make effay ; 
Whilſt all around th' enamel'd mead, 
Their wanton lambkins. play. 


Mark yon two lovers in the grove, 
| Beneath the friendly ſhade, 
Hark | how the ſwain declares his love, 

To the enamour'd maid : ' 

Where trees appear with leaves replete, 
And warbling birds procleim, 

(Cheer'd by the ſun's enliv* ning heat) 
Their little am'rous flame. 


Here love, in all it's ſweets reſides, 
As when at firſt ordain' d, 
Ere pride and ev'ry vice beſides, 
It's pure delight s bad ſtain d: 
Let rakes; their ſtupid joys declare, 
They're ſenſeleſs of the bliſs, 
Which all che few that's happier ſhare, 
I'rhe balmy rural kiſs, 


Think ! Britons, think on kings ſevere, 
Who rule in diſtant climes ; 

| Where nought but barren fields appear 
Thro' the reyolving times: 

Here liberty and plenty ſmile, 
And peace extends again, 

+ Her olive branch to glad the iſle, 

f And bleſs great George's reign, 


80 NG CXXXV, 


H OW oft ſome chiefs fond words impart, 

And cloak with ſmiles the treach'*rous heart, 
A theuſand eyes beheld; —_ 
24 2 | | The 


( 127) 


The courtier, falſely kind like theſe, 
Proclaims, by his fair promiſes, 
That tinſel is not gold, 


The plodding ſcribe, whoſe double tongue 
Turns bad to good, make right of wrong, 
For pelf is brightly bold ; 
He ſignifies, in many a place, 
To others' coſt, and his diſgrace, 
That tinſel i is not gold, 


What makes the merchant plough the ſeas, 
And riſque his life, his fame, and eaſe ? 

It is to be enroll'd, 
Among frail men, whoſe actions ſhow, 
That what looks fair, looks falſely fo, 

And tinſel is not gold, 


Attend the gay parade of courts, 
Clubs, drums, and routs, and bright reſorts, 
Where mingle young and old : 
Something or other you ſhall find, 
To make you ſee, if youtre nat blind, 
That tinſel is not gold, 


O Mira! Mira! hapleſs ſoul ! 
| Whom love's foft paſſion did controul, 
| Of you this truth is told; 
That when you truſted to a face, 
Wealth, title, pomp, you ſhow'd your raced 
That tinſel is not gold. 


When fops aſſume a lordly ſhape, 

And tawdry-things fine ladies ape, 
Who then of mortal mould, 

Sees not how modes and faſhions reign, 

To ſhame our Kind, and make it plain, 
That tinſel is not gold. 


The ſot, the fribble, and the cit, 
The blund'ring ſquire, and ION wit, 


Are leſs polite than bold, | 
Oer 
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And Copid's an Urchin you ſurely can't fear. 


Bid me ſhun the thick wood, and ſaid ſomething beſide, 


His diQtates you wiſely at once ſhou'd approve, 


* 15 128 ) 


O'er weening pride in them prevails, 


Each in his ſev'ral manner tells, 


That tinſel is not gold, 


Tho? in religious truths we ſee, 

The Jew, and Chriſtian, diſagree, 
We plainly both behold ; 

Accord in vice, combine to ſhow, 

That falſeneſs triumph's here below, 
And tinfel is not gold. 


SONG CXXXVI, 


8 


ASTE, haſte Phillis haſte, tis the firſt of May, 
Hark the goldfinches ſing, to the woods let's 
away z | 
We'll pluck the pale primroſe, and ſtart not my dear, 
I've ſomething to whiſper alone in your ear. 
e nr. | 


Excuſe me fond ſwain, it has often been ſaid, 
The wood is unſafe, a maid for to tread ; 
And a wither'd old gipſey, one day I eſpy'd, 


2 | H x, 5 

JTis all a mere fable, there's nothing to fright, 
There's Muſic all day, and no ſpectres at night. 
No creature but Cupid believe me is there, 


: E _— . Kr £ w_ R \ 


S Rx. 
For all I could fay, when arriv'd at the wood, 
Who knows your deſlgns? you might dare to berude, 
So I bid you farewel, and confefs I'm afraid, 
Left Cupid and you are too hard for a maid, 
| . H E. | 


For pray what is life? tis a pain without love; 
8 r | "Thick 
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Think how youth like the roſe, tho" ungather'd 
will fade, 

Then quickly comply, left you die an old maid, 

SHE, 


By language as artful, poor Daphne was won, 
Thus courted, ſhe yielded, was trick'd and undone 
And rather than tru the fn things you have ſaid, 
Let my beauty dec, and J die an old maid, 
iT x, 
Believe not I'm faithlefs, and falſe as the wind, 
I'll be true as the turtle, as fond and as kind; 
Will lead you to pleature, untaſted before, 
And make you my bride, can a mortal do more, 
SHE, 
Then at once I comply, for I cannot ſay no, 
To morrow to church, with my ſhepherd I'll go; 
To the wood next, tho' Cupid, ſo talk'd of, be there, 
With joy I'll away, and adieu to all fear, | 


SHE. 


Ye nymphs, to the wood never venture to go, 
Till the prieſt joins your hand, you muſt anſwer no, no. 


H x, 


Ye ſwains, ſhou'd your fair ones be deaf to you ſtill, 
You muſt wear the ſoft chain, then they Il go where 
you will, 


o N CXXXVII. The Nun, 


URE a laſs in her bloom, at the age of nineteen, 
Was ne'er ſo diſtreſs'd as of late I have been, 
Was ne'er ſo Gdiftreſs'd as of late I have been: 

I know not, I vow, any harm I have done, 
But my mother oft tells me ſhe'd have me a nun, 
But my mother oft tells me ſhe'd have mea nuff, 


Don't vou think it a vity, a girl ſuch as I, 
Should be fentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to cry? 
Should be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and tagry ? 
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me i 0:230)) 
With ways ſo devout, I'm not like to be won, 
And my heart it loves frolicks too well for a nun, 
And my heart it loves frolicks too well for a nun, 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, 

Is a thouſand times better to me I declare, 

Is a thouſand times better to me I declare; 

I can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by whiles be undone, 

Nay, befides I'm too handſome, I think, for e nun; 
Nay, beſides I'm too handſome, Ithink, for a nun, 


Nor to love, or be loy'd, oh! I never can bear, 
Nor yield to be ſent to—lI cannot tell where, 
Nor yield to be ſent to—I cannot tell where: 
To live or to die, in this caſe were all one, 
Nay, I ſooner would die than be reckon'd a nun, 
Nay, I ſooner would die than be reckon'd a nun, 


Perhaps but to teize me, ſhe threatens me ſo, 
J am ſure, was ſhe me, ſhe would ftoutly ſay no, 

I am ſure, was ſhe me, ſhe would ſtoutly ſay no: 
But if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will run, | 
And be marry'd in ſpite, that I mayn't be a nun, 
And be marry'd in ſpite, that I maya't be a nun, 


Sow CXxxXVIUI. 


ONE morn e'er ſweet Peggy aroſe from her bed, 
Iſtole tothe Chamber, where lay the ſweet maid; 

And opening the curtain, ſuch joy fill'd my eye, 

at my heart play'd a tunewhich went pit-a- patty, 


But finding ſhe ſlept, O how great was the bliſs, 
When on her ſweet lips, I imprinted a kiſs ; 
The fight of her boſom ſo fill'd me with glee, 
My Heart play'd a tune that went pit- a- patty. 


Grown bold with ſucceſs, I ventur'd to take 

A ſecond ſalute, and ſweet Peggy did wake, 
Surpriz'd at my preſence, ſhe bluſh'd and cry d fie, _ 
Tho' her heart play'd a tune, that went pit-a- patty. 


1 | Sox a 


( r) 
Song CXXXVIX, Buntinell-a, 


ET 'prentice bards poetic ſcribble, 
Mad with metaphoric quibble ; 
In romantic verſe adore each bell-a, 
I'll tip a chat to my buntinell- a, 
O rare buntinell-a, &c, 


Fach London cry ſhe ſounds with pretty notes, 
As her barrow ſhe wheels with tuck 'd-up petticoats, 
With an oil-ſkkin hat for an unbrell-a, 
Here's my rare ripe filberts, cries buntinell-a, 
O rare buntinell-a, &c, 


 Lewdly leering, ſhe ſlightly her ſcanty pot piles, 
With her taper ring'd fingers her fruit flily files, 
Tho? ſhe long meaſure takes, ſhe the ſhorteſt will ſell-a 
To her ſex [ appeal, can they blame buntinell-a. 
O rare buntinell-a. 


In ſummer ſhe cries ripe ſtrawberries, 
Round and ſound my black -heart cherries ; 
In winter oyſters ſhe will ſell-a, 
Nay, Wellfleet calls out buntinell-a, 

O rare buntinell-a. 


As fair to the eye as her fineſt fiſh is, 

So juicy, white and plump, her fleſh is: 

O could I but, could I but, what ſhall I tell-a, 

Why, like an oyſter, open buntinellza. | 
O rare buntinell-a. g 
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So N OXL, The Britiſh Bucks, 


\[ OW riſe, my ſoul, and tune thy voice to fing, 
Rejoice to ſerve thy country and thy king, 
May ev'ry Briton glow with martial fire, 
Honour and glory 1s my fole gefire, 
Honour and glory, Sc. 


Bxitoas ſtrike home, let hand and heart apace, 
Revenge purſue, th ambitious Gallic race, 


<<” a 


22 — 
. by 


Your 


| \. 432) | 
Your country's weeding, and on ſea and ſhore, 
Wrongs in abundance wound her more and more, 
Wrongs in abundance, &c. 


Fight and record, be to each other true, 
 Yourſelves alone can Frenchmen ſtill ſubdue z 
An druid ftrains then ſhall ſweet eccho raiſe, | 
Songs ever ſounding in Britannia's praiſe, 
Songs ever ſounding, & ih 


Edward the Third her darling fav'rite ſon, 

He conquer'd France, tho' they were ten to one, 

Strike now like Edward you'll proud Lewis tame, 

And make him tremble at great George's name, 
And make him tremble, Sc. 


Song CXLI, 


SINE Czelia's unkind, and denies me the joy 
She laviſhly ſquanders on each fooliſh boy, 

I'll fly to the bottle, and in the full bowl 

III drown all the trifles that rufle my ſoul, 

I'll drown all the trifles that ruffle my ſoul, 


Her face it is fair, and graceful her mien, 
Yet charms in a bumper more ſplendid are ſeen ; 7 

Each ſwain who beholds her with rapture admires, | 
But Bacchus fhall quench all our wanton defires. - 


With one that is honeſt, good natur'd and free, 
How affable, kind, and compliant I'd be; 

But when the proud nymph with ſuch tyranny rules, 
Her levy's compos'd of lac'd fops and dull fools, 
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| Now Cupid no more boaſt an abſolute ſway, 4 
Tis Bacchus diſarms you, and carries the day; 1 
Triumphantly crown'd with the ever- green wine, 
Where pleaſure and W lovingly twine, 


f So NG CXLII. 


Hg W eaſy was Colin, how blithe and how gay! 
Ere he met the fair Chloris, how ſprightly his 
/ 80 


lay! 


- 


143 
So graceful her form, ſo acc6mpliſh'd her mind, 
Sure pity, he thought, with ſuch charms muſt be 
Join'd ! 

Whenever ſhe danc'd, or whenever ſhe ſung, 
How juſt was her motion, how ſweet was her tongue! 
And when the youth told her his paſſionate flame, 
She allow'd him to fancy her heart felt the ſame, 


With ardor he preſs'd her to think him fincere, 
But alas! ſhe redoubled each hope and each fear; 
She would not deny, nor ſhe wonld not approve, 
And ſhe neither refus'd him, nor gave him her love. 


Nor cheer'd by complacence, now froze by diſdain, 
He languiſh'd for freedom, but languiſh'd in vain : 
Till Thyrſis, who pity'd fo helpleſs a ſlave, 

Eas'd his heart of its pain by the counſel he gave, 


Forſake her, ſaid he, and reject her a while-; 

If the love you, ſhe ſoon will return with a ſmile : 
You can judge of her paſſion by abſence alone, 
And by abſence will conquer herheart or—your own, 


This advice he purſu'd ; but the remedy prov'd 
Too fatal, alas ! to the fair one he lov'd 
Which cur'd his own paſſion, but left her in vain 
To ſigh for a heart ſhe cou'd never regain, 


So NG CXLIII. 


B a ie ſtream, on a midſummer's eve, 
Where woodbines and jeſſamine their boughs in- 
terweave; 
Fair Flora, I ery'd, to my arbour repair, 


For I muſt have a chaplet for ſweet William” s hair, 


For I muſt, &c, 


She brought me the vilet that grows on the hill, 
The vale-dwelling lilly and gilded Jonquil ; 
But ſuch languid odours how cou'd I approve, 
Juſt warm from the lips of the lad that I love, 


She 
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65134) 
She brought me, his faith and his truth to diſplay, 
The undying myrtle and ever-green bay; 
But why theſe to me, who've his conſtancy known, 
And Billy has laurels enough of his own, 


The next was a gift that I cou'd not contemn, 

For ſhe brought me two roſes that grew on one ſtem; 

Of the dear nuptial tye they ſtood emblems confeſt, 

80 J . 5 them and preſs'd them quite cloſe to my 
| breaft, =o 


She brought me a ſun-flow'r—this fair-one's your 
| due, 

For it once was a maiden, and love-fick like you; 
O give it me quick, to my ſhepherd I'll run, 
As true to his flame as this flow'r to het ſun, 


SonG CXLIV, 


INCE wedlock's in vogue, and ſtale virgins deſpis'd, 
To all batchelors, gretting, theſe lines are premis'd; 
I'm a maid that wou'd marry—ah ! cou'd I but find 
(I care not for fortune) a man to my mind, 
I care not, &c. 


Not the fair-weather'd fop, fondof faſhion and dreſs, 
Not the ſquire that can reliſh no joys but the chace, 
Nor the free-thinking rake, who no morals can bind; 
Neither this, that, nor Vother's the n an to my mind. 


Not the ruby · fac'd ſot, who topes world without end, 
Nor the drone that can't reliſh his bottle and friend, 

Nor thefool that's too fond, northechurlthat's unkind; 
Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind. 


Not the rich with full bags, without breedingor merit 
Nor the flaſh that's all fury, without any ſpirit, 

Nor the fine maſter fribble, the ſcorn of mankind;. 
Neither this, that, nor other's the man to my n 
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A Taylor is but. the ninth part of a man. 


(+235 ) 


But the youth whomgood ſenſe and good nature inſpires 


Whomthe brave muſt eſteem, and the fair ſhon*dadmire 

In whoſe heart love and truth are with honours 
conjoin'd ; 

This, this, and no other's the man to my mind, 


Song CXLV, 
Taylor there was, and he liv'd in a garret, 
Who ne'er in his days taſted champaigne or elaret; 
With high ſoups, or ragouts, he never was fed, 
But cabbage, believe me, was his daily bread, 
Derry down, down, 


His work he purſu'd without any repining, 


When bleſs'd with a pint of bree threads for his lining; 
Till Cupid, whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 
With a Semſtreſs's b:dkin deſtroy d his guictus, 


No longer a Sirthenigbt affords any pleaſure, 

His patterns lie ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure ; 

His 6:/ls he contrives not with items to ſwell ; 

Silk, twiſt, tape, and buckram, he damns them to hell, 


Cupid pitying his caſe, at length flew to his aid, 
And help'd him to fine-draw the hole he had made; 
He bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute, 
Who e' er figiſh'd without firſt beginning his ſ»:t. 


He viſits the Semſtreſs with awkward addreſs, 
Proteſts on her kindneſs hung his happineſs ; ' 
But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd at his ſpeeches and wheedle, 
For ſhe, lack-a-day | was as ſharp as a needle, 


THe told her on hon'rable terms he was come, 
And begg'd he might ſoon be inform'd of his doom; 
Vnlefs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, 


The fates /hears would ſoon cut off his remnant of life, 


D'ye think, cry'd the Semſtreſs, I'll take for a ſpouſes 
One whom no one eſteems at three ſtips of a /ouſe? 
Advance in your favour whatever you can, 


They 
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(734 ) 
She brought me, his faith and his truth to diſplay, 
The undying myrtle and ever-green bay; 
But why theſe to me, who've his conſtancy known, 
And Billy has laurels enough of his own, 


The next was a gift that I cou'd not contemn, 
For ſhe brought me two roſes that grew on one ſtem; 
Of the dear nuptial tye they ſtood emblems confeſt, 
So 1 N * them and preſs d them quite cloſe to my 

| | breaſt, 5 


She brought me a ſun-flow'r—this fair- one's your 
due, 
For it once was a maiden, and love: ſick like you; 
O give it me quick, to my ſhepherd I'll run, 
As true to his flame as this flow'r to het ſun, 


Song CXLIV. 


GINCE wedlock*s in vogue, and ſtale virginsdeſpis'd, 
To all batchelors, gretting, theſe lines are premis'd; 
I'm a maid that wou'd marry—ah ] cou'd I but find 
(I care not for fortune) a man to my mind, 

I care not, &c, 


Not the fair-weather'd fop, fondof faſhion and dreſs, 
Not the ſquire that can reliſh no joys but the chace, 


Nor the free-thinking rake, who no morals can bind; 


Neither this, that, nor Cother's the n an to my mind. 


Not the ruby-fac'd ſot, who topes world without end, 
Nor the drone that can't reliſh his bottle and friend, 

Nor thefool that's too fond, northechurl that's unkind; 
Neither this, that, nor t'other*s the man to my mind, 


Not the rich with full bags, without breedingor merit” 
Nor the flaſh that's all fury, without any ſpirit, 

Nor the fine maſter fribble, the ſcorn of mank ind; 
Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my nag. 
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And begg'd he might ſoon be inform'd of his doom; 


A Taylor is but the ninth part of a man. 


(+235 ) 


But the youth whomgood ſenſe and good nature inſpires 
Whomthe brave muſt eſteem, and the fair ſhon*dadmire 
In whoſe heart love and truth are with honours 

conjoin'd ; | . 
This, this, and no other's the man to my mind. 
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SOM CXLV, - 
Taylor there was, and he liv'd ina garret, 
Who ne'er in his days taſted champaigne orclaret ; 
With high ſoups, or ragouts, he never was fed, 
But cabbage, believe me, was his daily bread, 
Derry down, down, 


His work he purſu'd without any repining, 
When bleſs'd with a pint of cbree threads for his lining; 
Till Cupid, whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, | 
With a Semſtreſs's bodkin deſtroy'd his guictus, 


No longer a &:rth-njght affords any pleaſure, 
His patterns lie ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure ; 
His 4//ls he contrives not with items to ſwell ; 
Silk, twift, tape, and buckram, he damns them to hell, 
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Cupid pitying his caſe, at length flew to his aid, 
And help'd him to fine-draw the hole he had made; 
He bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute, 
Who e'er fipiſh'd without firſt beginning his ſuit. 


He viſits the Semſtreſs with awkward addreſs, 
Proteſts on her kindneſs hung his happineſs ; ' | 
But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd at his ſpeeches and wheedle, 
For ſhe, lack-a-day | was as ſharp as a needle, 


THe told her on hon'rable terms he was come, 
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Vnlefs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, | 
The fates /hears would ſoon cut off his remnant of life, 


D'ye think, cry'd the Semſtreſs, III take for a ſpouſes - 


One whom no one eſteems at three ſkrps of a /ouſe? 
Advance in your favour whatever you can, | 


They 


(6 86 


The Taylor proceeded with lying, intreating; 
Andmaking ſuch ſpeeches which ſcarce bear repeatingʒ 
A woman, unmarry*d was uſeleſs, he ſaid ; 


Was juſt like a necdle without any thread, 


When the prieſt ſhould have tack'd them togethers 
he cry'd, 

For her palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide; 

Tho? to turkeys and capons he could not aſpire, 

She might always be ſure of a gooſe at the fire. 


As ſhe work' d he commended her fingers ſo nimble! 


And ſwore that her eyes where more bright than her 
thimble ; 


Tho' ſmall was his wit, he ſo acted his part, 


That (I know not how 'twas) he cabbag'd her heart. 


Away hand in hand to the chapel they went 

Nor appear'd in her viſage the leaſt diſcontent ; 
None but death could the conjugal knot have unty'd 
For croſs-legg*d together they ſat till they dy'd. 


Derry down, Cc. 


S ONG CXLVI. 


AS Cloe ſat ſhelter's and breath'd the cool air, 
While muſick awaken'd the grove, 


Young Damon approach'd, and addrcſs'd the coy fair 


In all the ſoft language of love. 
But he was ſo cruel his ſuit ſhe deny'd, 


And laugh'd as he told her his pain; 
And while the poor ſhepherd ſat wooing, ſhe cry'd, 
I will die a maid, I will die a maid, my dear ſwain. 


Oh! what, ſays the ſwain, muſt thy beauty ſo gay 


Perplex us at once and invite? 
Embrace ev'ry rapture, leſt time make a prey 
Ot that which was meant for delight: 2 


- 


3 
When age has crept round, and thy charms wrinkled 
o'er 
Then all will my Cloe diſdain : 
But till all her anſwer was, teaze me no more, 
J will die a maid, my dear ſwain. 


Young Damon proteſted no other he'd prize, 
His flame was ſo ſtrong and ſincere, 

Then watch'd the emotions that play'd in her eyes, 
And baniſh'd his torture and fear 
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My joys ſhall be ſecret, enraptur'd, he cry'd, 
Ah Cloe, be gentle and good; 

The fair one grew ſofter, and, ſighing reply'd, 
I'd fain die a maid—if I cou'd, 
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8 o * CXLVII. 


S Cloe came into the room t' other day, 

I peeviſh began, where ſo long could you ſtay? 
In your life-time you never regarded your hour, 
You promis'd at two, and pray look, child, *tis fours 
A lady's watch needs neither figures nor wheels, 
*Tis enough that ' tis loaded with baubles and ſeals 3 
A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear, | 
Thus far I went on with a reſolute air, 


Lord bleſs me, ſaid ſhe, let a body but ſpeak, 
Here's an ugly hard roſe-bud fall'n into my neck, 
It has hurt me and vext me to ſuch a degree, 

See here, for you never believe me, pray ſee, 
On the left fide my breaſt what a mark it has made, 
So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd; 
That ſcene of delight I with wonder ſurvey'd, 
And forgot ev'ry word I deſign'd to have ſaid, 


. Sox s CxLvn. 
WE'VE fought, we have conquer'd and England 


once more, | 
_ Shall flouriſh in fame, as ſhe flouriſh'd before; * 
8 x 


And nightingales ** the chaſte turtle dove, 


1 Fg 


( 133 ) 
Our fears all are fled, with our enemies ſlain. 
Cou'd they riſe up a new, we wou'd ſlay them again: 
Cou'd they riſe up a new,we wou'd ſlay them again, 


His monarch to ſerve, or to do himſelf right, 


No Engliſhman yet, ever flinch'd from the fight ; 


For why! neighbours all, we are free as the king, 
Tis that makes us brave, and tis that makes us ſing, 
"Tis that makes us brave, ànd'tis that makes usſing. 


Our prince too, for this may be thank ful to fate, 

It is in our freedom, he finds himſelf great, 

No force can be wanting, nor meaner court arts, 

He's maſter of all, who will reign in odr hearts, 
He's maſter of all, who will reign in our hearts. 


Should rebels within, or ſhould foes from without, 
Bring the crown on his head, or his honour in doubt; 
We are ready —ſtill ready —and boldly foretell, 
That conqueſt ſhall ever with liberty dwell, 

That conqueſt ſhall ever with liberty dwell. 


And now bring us forth, as the crown of our labour, 


Much wine, and good cheer, with the pipe and the 
tabor : 


Let our nymphs all be kind, and our ſhepherds be gay, 


For England, old England, is happy to day, 
For England, old England, is happy to day, 


= SonG CXLIX. 


0 an arbour of woodbines ye both mall be led, 
.* Soft leaves for your pillow, the graſs for your 


5 | bed: | a 


Soft leaves for your pillow, the graſs for your bed: 
While wanton young ſparrows chirp over your head, 
under the greenwood ſhade, | 
All under the greenwood ſhade, 


When the moon with pale luſtre juſt gleam'd thro! 


the grove, 


* 


The 


6139 


The maid without bluſhing ſhall claſp her true ”_ 
All under the greenwood ſhade, &c. 


Our pleaſure, quite harmleſs, begins with the day, 
We ever are buxom, we ever are gay, | 
No virgins diſſemble, no ſhepherd betray, 

All under the greenwood ſhade, &c. 


Tho' frowns for a while arm the face of the fairy 

Yet ſoon our young lovers forgets all his care. 

Fox Phillis cries, do not, oh ! do not deſpair, 
All under the greenwood ſhade, &c. 


Song CL. 


YE laſſes ſo pretty, ſo wanton, ſo witty, 
Who like to indulge inclination, 

No longer are ſhy, when they once come to try, 
The raviſhing touch, titulation 

Tho? in ſecret the prude, will cry Sir you are rude, 
And turn away as ſcornful as can be, 

But in private ſhe'll take, in het arms, thedear rake, 
And accept, overjoy'd, of his ſhawn- bree. 


Ye virgins be wiſer, don't live like the miſer, 
The pleaſures of beauty untaſting, 
The diamond tho? fine, whilft hid in the mine, 
To no end there the brilliant lies waſting, 
But when brought into uſe, it will pleaſure produce, 
And ſparkle as bright as bright can be, 
But no brilliant ſo rare can ever compare, 
To the jewels dependant on ſhawn- bree, 


The girl of fifteen, pin'd with fickneſs call'd greeng 
This elixir ſalutis will raiſe Sir, 

It's. the doctor ador'd, by each fair one procur'd 
And a medicine for every diſeaſe Sir, 

To a dying poor creature, this elyſter of nature, 

Adminiſter'd as warm as warm can be, 

Old or young, rich or poor, twill certainly cure, 

| By injecting the juice of your ſhawa-bree, 


When 


When confeſſion is done, between friar and nan, 
Abſolution lays down to receive Sir, 
Firſt he enters her Cell, and ſprink les it well, 
And abſolves her as Adam did Eve Sir. 
Since ſinning I uſe, ſuch abſolving I chuſe, 
It's puniſhment pleaſing as can bez 
Doctor Dominick hear, a fond penitent's pray'r, 
Let my penance each night be a ſhawn- bree. 


Sons CL. 


| WHEN the roſe 1 in bud, and blue vi'lets blow, 
And the birds fing us love ſongs on ev'ry bougb; 
Couſlips and daifies, and daffodilly's ſpread, 
Adorning, perfuming, the flowery mead : 
Our cleanly milk -pail, 
Is fill'd with brown ale; 
Our table, our table's the graſs, 
| There we fit and we ſing, 
And we dance in a ring, 


And every lad has his laſs, 


CHORUS. 


There we ſit and we ſing, and we dance in a ring, 
And ev'ry lad, ev'ry lad has his laſs. 

When without the plough, the fat oxen do low, 
The lads and the laſſes a ſheep-ſhearing go, 


Our ſhepherd ſhears his jolly fleece, 
How much richer than that which they ſay was in 
"I Greece, | 
| "Tis onr cloth and ouy food, 

And our politic blood; 
Tis the ſeat which our nobles all fit on, 

*Tis a mine above ground, 
Where our treaſure's all found, 


'Tis the geld and the filver of Britain, 
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*Tis a mine above ground, where our treaſure's all 


| found, 
*Tis the gold and the filver of Britain, 


Sons CLII, 


IN Tyburn road a man there liv'd, 
A chaſte and pious life; 

And there he might have live& fill, 
Had it ſo pleas'd his wife, 


But ſhe, to wicked ways inclin'd, 
A life moſt vicious led; 

With Tinkers, and with Taylors too, 
She oft' defil'd his bed, 


Full twice a day to church he went, 
And ſo devout was he; 

Sure never was a ſaint on earth, 
If not a ſaint was he. 


This vex'd his wife unto the hearty 
She was of wrath fo full, 

That finding no hole in his coat, 
She pick'd one in his ſkull. 


But then her heart began t' relent, 
And griev'd ſhe was full ſore; 
So quarters unto him to give, 
She cut them into four. 


All in the dark and dead of night, 
Theſe quarters ſhe convey' d, 

And in the fields of Marybone, 
His marrow-bones ſhe laid. 


His head at W:fminſter ſhe threw, 
All in the Thames ſo wide, 

Saying, my dear, the wind ſets fair, 
And you may have the tide, 


But heav'n, whoſe power no mortal knows, 


On earth, or on the main, | 
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0 Toſbew that Old England, beneath her ſtrong lance, 


. Old England deſpiſes the jeſuits of France. 


( 142 ) 
Soon caus'd this Head for to be thrown 
Upon the Land again, | 


This Head being found the Juſtices 
Their Heads together laid, 

And all agreed their muſt have been 
A body to this head, 


But as no body could be found, 
High mounted on a ſhelf, 
They e'n ſet up the head to be 

A witneſs for itſelf, 


And that it no ſelf-murder was, 
The caſe itſelf explains 

For no man cou'd cut off his head, 
And throw it in the Thames. 


E'er many days were gone and paſty 
The deed at length was blown; 
And Catharine Hays confeſt at laſt 
The fact to be her own, 


Soxs6 CLIII. 


The Lillies of FRANCE, _. 
T HE lillies of France, and the brave Engliſh roſe, 


Could never agree, as old hiſtory ſhews ; 
But our Edwards and Henrys thoſe lillies have torn, 
And in their rich ſtandards ſuch enſigns have borne, 


Has humbled the pride and the glory of France, 


What would theſe monfieurs? would they know 
2 how we can, | 
Why, look at the annals of glorious queen Anne 
We beat them by ſea, and we beat them by land, 
When Marlbro' and Rufſel enjoy'd the command: 
We'll beat them again, boys, ſo let them advance, 


Why | 


| ( 143.) 

Why, let the grand monarch aſſemble his hoſt, 
And threaten invaſion of England's fair coaſt ; 
Have at them, their buſineſs will quickly be done, 
And ſoon we will make the Frenchmen to run : 
Monſieurs, we will teach you a new Engliſh dance, 
To our grenadiers march, that will frighten all 

France, 


Let's take up our muſkets, and gird on our ſwords, 
And monfieur ſhall find us as good as our words; 
Beat drums, trumpets ſound, and huzza for our king, 
Then welcome, Bellifle, with what troops thou 

can'it bring: 
Huzza! for Old Englund, whoſe ſtrong- pointed 
lance, | 


: Shall bumble the pride and the glory of France, 


8 Oo N CLIV. 


O nymph that trips the verdant plains, 
With Sally can compare, 
She wins the hearts of all the ſwains, 
And rivals all the fair, 
The beams of Sol delight and chear, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll ; , 
My Sally's ſmiles can, all the year, 
Give ſummer to the ſ 
Give ſummer, 


Illumes the world below, 


Her ee god of day 
With emulation glow : 


Freſh beauties deck the painted ground, 
Birds ſweeter notes prepare 
The playful lambkins ſkip around, 
And hail the fiſter fair. 
And hail, &c, 


The lark but ſtrains his liquid throat, 
To bid the maid rejoice ; 


( 144 ) 
And mimicks, while he ſwells the note, 
The ſweetneſs of her voice: 
The fanning Zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora ſpreads perfume; 
And every flower ſeems to ſay, 
I die for Sally bloom. 
5 I die, &c. 


The am'rous youths her charms proclaim, 
From morn to eve their tale ; 

Her beauty, and unſpotted fame, 

Make vocal every vale ; 

The ftream, meand'ring thro' the mead, 
Her eccho'd name conveys; 

And every voice, and every reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's praiſe, 

Is tun'd, &c. 


No more ſhall blithſome laſs and ſwain, 
To mirthful wake reſort ; 

Nor ev'ry May-morn, on the plain, 
Advance in rural ſport: 

No more ſhall guſn the gurgling rill, 
Nor muſic wake the grove ; 

Nor flocks look ſnow-like on vhe hills, 
When I forget to love. 

When I forget to love. 


8S8ONG CLV. 


Ob, the fone is intitled and called a new Banvl-1t, 

| ſung by Beſs Tatter, the Corner of Blowbladder- 

Wo Street. | 

i Oung Strephon he went t'other'day to the wakes 
For ſome huckle-my-buff anda gingerbread cake, 

But oh! he was joyous and bobbiſh and jolly, _ 

When on the gay green he diſkiver'd his Molly. 


Briſk Molly came tripping along the gay green, 
As fine as a horſe or a gingerbread queen, 


Leung 
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Of talking of this, and of that, and of t'other, 


Come all ye young youths of St, Laurence's pariſh, 


And there will be blue-cheek*d Dowbie, 


2 


That . the hill: 


( 145) 


Young Strephon went to her, and made a low bow, 
And he look'd if ſo be, as —he coud*n't tell how, 


With that they began, without any pother, 


And tho' ſhe wou'd piſh, and wou'd cry—let me go, 
Yet he preſs'd her likewiſe, and he ſqueez'd her alſo, 


Who love ev'ry thing that is finiſh and rariſh, 
Be joyous and buxom, and bobbiſh and jolly, 
Sing——Molly and Strephon—andStrephonandMolly, 


80 N CLVI. The Brysbuz BRI DAT. 


Sung by Mr, Lauder, at the New Theatre in ths 
Hay- Market. 


COME, fie, let's a' to the bridal, 
For there will be lilting there; 
For ſock's to be married to Moggie, 
Ihe laſs with the gowden hair: 
And there'll be langkale and pottage, 
And bannocks of barley-meal ; 
And there will be gued ſawt herrings, 
To relith a coge of gued ale. 
Fie, let us, &c, 


And there will be Sawney, the Sutory 
And Will, with the muck it mow 

And there will be Tom, the Blutter, 
With Andrew, the Tinkler, 1trow $ 

And there will be bow-legg'd Robbie, 
With thumbleſs Kattie's gued man. 
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And Lawrie, the laird of the land. 
| Fie, let us, &c. 


And there will be Sow-libber Pattie, 
And plucky-fac'd Watt of the mill; 
Capper-nos'd Francie and Gibbie, 


| (146 } 
And there will be Alafter Sibbie, 
Wha in with black Beſſie did mool iS 
With ſnivelling Lillie, and Tibbie, 
The laſs that ſtands aft on the tool, 
Fie, let us, &c. 


And Madge, that was buckled to Steenie, 
And coſt him grey Breeks to his arſe; 
Who after was hanged for ſtealing, 
(Great mercy it happen'd nae warſe) : 
And there will be gleed Geordy Janners, 
And Kirſh, with the liity-white leg; 
| Wha gade to the South for manners, 
And bang'd up her weme in Mons-meg. 
Fie, let us, &c. 


And there will be Juder M*lawrie, 
And blinking daft Barbara Mileg; 
Wi' flae-lugged, ſharre-fac'd Lawrie, 
And ſhangty mcn'd halucker Meg: 
And there will be happer-ars' Nanſy, 
And fairy-fac'd Flowrie, by name; 
Muck Madpie, and fat- hippit Griſly, 
I)he laſs wi' the gowden wame, 
Fie, let us, &c, 


And there will be Girn again Gibbie, | 


With his glakit wife, Jenny Bell; 
And miſle-hinn'd Mungo M<Abbie, 
Ihe lad that was ſkipper bi 
There lads and laſſies in pearlin 
Will feaſt in the heart of the ha', 
On ſybows, and rifarts, and carling, 
That are baith ſodden and raw. 
Fie, let us, &c. 


And there will be fad * and braches, 

With fouth of gegd 

Pouſowdy, and Dram 
And caller, nowt feet in a plate. 

And there will be partans and buckies, 
And N and 3 enew, 
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| ( 147 ) 
With ſinged ſheepsheads, and a haggiy, 


And ſcad lips to ſuck till ye ſpew, 
Fie, let us, Ke. 


And there will be lapper'd-milk'd kebbuck, 
And ſowens, and farles, and baps ; 

With ſwats, and well-ſcraped paunchee, 
And brandy in ſtoups and in caps: 

And there'll be meal-kail, and caſtocks, 
And ſkink to ſup till ye rire; 

And roaſts, to roaſt on a brander, 
Of flouks that were taken alive, 

Fie, let us, &c, 


Scrapt haddocks, wilks, dulce, and tangle, 
And a mull of good ſniſhing to prie; 
When weary with eating and drinking, 

Well riſe up, and dance t 1) we die: 

Then, fie, let us a' to the bridal, 

For there will be lilting there 

For Jocky's to be married to Maggie, 
The laſs wi' the gowden hair, 


Sone CLVII, The RARE and the Fatan, 
A DIALOGUE. | 
TOM Ramble, a rake of true catholic hope, 


Who relied on ſalvation, by faith in the pope "ti | 
With ſome qualms of contrition one morning was ⁶ 


taken, 


And his conſcience declar's it was high time tag 0 


reckon. 


His ſteps to a convent — our gallant addreſs'd 
To pour his tranſgreſſions in Dominick's breaſt ; 
He tore his lac'd ruffles, diſgrac'd his toupee, 
He broke his couteau, and he dropp'd on his knee, 
a R A K 1. | 
O father, loſt peace to a ſinner reſtore, 
Theſe pieces are mary, my treſpaſſes more; 


F 2 Thus 
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I hope you don't think his intent was to keepi ik, 


— 


( 148 ) 
Thus ſaying, a purſe from his pocket he loos'd, 
Which, ey d. by the father, this anſwer produc d. 


| FRI'AR, 
Son, truſt our good mother, ſhe'll always confer 
Indulgence to thoſe who're indulgent to her; 
Let indigent wretches be ſcar'd for their ſouls, 
The church has remiſſion while you have Men, 


AA. 
A hepherdeſs, harmleſs and young, I betray'd, 
I found her, ah! with I had left her a maid ; 
This brought the repentance, this brought the 
delight; | faking the purſe] 
Take, take, holy father, this fiend from my Geht. 


The friar obey'd, and took charge of the booty, 
Obedience, you know, was a branch of his duty 
So was poverty too, but (aurum accepit) 


But left a bad tale, by its length, be made worſe, 
The friar, well weighing the caſe —and the purſe, 
IT find not, ſaid he, any cauſe of alarm, 

You inftruQted the ignorant, where was the harm? 


R AK R. 

The charms of a widow my ſoul did ſurpriſe, 
How gloomy her gricf, but how bright wereher eyes; 
No ſecond enjoyment ſhe'd ſwore to allow, 
wp | Kiſs" 'd off her tears, and, oh ! cancell'd her yow, 


7%" oy 


FR IAR. 
Mere charity, ſir, had oblig'd you to this, 
To comſort the widow can ne'er be amiſs, 


RAE x. 
An Hugonot' s conſart fell next to my ſhare, 

In ſhort, fir, I raviſh'd the ob ſtinate fair; 

Her huſband intruded, and fell in the ſtrife; 

I robb'd her of her honour, and him of his life. 


FR TA. 4 
ae | let h och triflles your mind incolhmode, 
To take - ini Ko heretick' giving to God, 


| ( 149 ) | 
| RAE x. it 
To a beautiful nun I my love did reveal ; 1 10 
She open d her breaſt, and [ open'd her cell: | oi 
She open'd, O Heavens ! Fs. Damnation and hell! * 
Mark, mark it in black, ye ſacred recorders *S 
What lie with a nun, ind 301 be in-orders, | i 7 


No prayers, no alms can atone for this evil; 
Down, down to damnation, down, down to the "devil, 
Tom took up his purſe, and away crept the monk, 
One ſneak'd to his gruel, and one to his punk, 


Son G CLVIII. Roger and Sue. 
NE morn ſweet Sue 
A pail or two of water drew, 
In ſlip-ſhod ſhoe, 
Where ice was new--ly frozen 
When falling ſrom the pump, 
Slap daſh ypon her rump, 
A great and mighty bump Kh 
Swell'd on her buttocks plump: el! 
It ſmarts, it burns, it akes by turns, 1 
All o'er I'm ſore, ſhe loud did roar, 
I r:e'er ſhall more my ware reſtore K | 
To charm as it was wont before; - N 
Alas }-oh cruel, curſed deſtiny, 9 
Would the devil had the pump for me. | 


Young Hodge who work'd hard by her, Wh 
From pig-ſtye chanc'd to ſpic her, TR 


- Which rais'd the Clown's deſire; I 1 

3 Soon as he heard her roar and yelp, - al 

£ He ran and offer'd her his help ; 4: 
\ | Be gone, ſhe ery d, you ſaucy whelp—and leave me, 
: B But for this ſad diſaſter, 


I ſure muſt have a plaiſter: 
Then if you can relieve me, O ſtrait your cure begins 
Oh Roger, Roger, quick, 
Oh Roger, Roger, quick, 
Oh quick your ſalve apply, 
Or Sukey ſoon will faint and die. 
Oh quick your falve apply, | 
Or Sukey ſoon will faint and die. SONG 


615 

SonG CLIX, 
| HY; W little do the landmen know, 

of what we ſailors feel; 

n waves do mount and winds do blow, 
But we have hearts of ſteel: 
No danger can afright us, 
No enemy ſhall flout ; 
We'll make the Monſieurs right us, 
So toſs the cann about, 


Stick ſtout to orders meſſmates, 
We'll plunder burn and fink, 

Then France have at your firſt- rates, 
For Britons never ſhrink: 

We'll rummage all we fancy, 

We'll bring them in by ſcores, 

And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Shall roll in louis d' ors. 


While here at Deal we're lying, 

With our noble Commodore z 

We'll ſpend our wages freely boys, 

And then to ſea for more: 

In peace we'll drink and fing boys, 

In war we'll never fly, 

Here's a health to George, our king boys, 
And the royal family. 


Song CLX. 
Hank God, at laſt, the the prieſt has faſt, 
; Ty'd me and Betty, 
To hear her ſay, love and obey, 
"Twas vaſtly pretty: 
The marriage done, we ev' ry one 
 Saluted Betty; 
She look' d ſo neat, and kiſs'd ſo ſweet, 
*T was vaſtly pretty, 


Birds, as he went, along thro' Kent, 
Joy'd me and Betty. 

The charms of that, and I know what 
Tas vaſtly pretty 


The 


1 

The Jokes of wed, and going to bed, 
From all were witty; | 

But I know beſt, and do proteſt 
*T was vaſtly pretty. 


Now night and day, my time away 
Glides ſweet with Betty, 

In her I find, what heaven deſign'd 

She's good and pretty, 

Ye ſwains with honour 
Every nymph purſue ; 
Ye nymphs be grateful, 
To your ſwains be true, 
Such were the ſteps I took 
And Betty too, 


o 


Sono CLXT, 


« Happy (lik: me) let ev' ry wedded faoary 
(Who chearfully recounts bis Sons praiſe) 
Find equal love, and love's untainted ſaveets » 
Enjoy with honour.” » == =o = 


Hl PPV the time when laſt in rhyme 

| I prais'd my Betty, ; 

Juſt were my ſtrains, and ſhe remains 
Both, „good and pretty.“ 


Bleſt man and wife, who led a life 
Like me and Betty ; 

Ne'er to controul cach others ſou} 
Is vaſtly pretty 


While others prate, and curſe their fate, 
I, with my Betty, 

Heal little ſmarts with pleaſing arts, 
Prodigious pretty ! 


Angels and Gods, from their abodes, 
Oft gaze on Betty; 
The angel: fay, “ Gaod-lack-a-day, 
„She's vaſtly pretty!“ 
Buß 
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1 
But when we toy, they ſee our joy, 
And envy Betty ; 
And ſeem to think, there's ſomething in't 
That's more than pretty. 


Jealous of this, they count the bliſs 
Too great for Betty ; 

So turn away, and ſnarling ſay, 
She's none fo pretty.“ 


What angels are I can't declare; 
But think my Betty 

As good as they, and dare to ſay. 
She's full as pretty. | 


Angels have fell, God knows, to hell, 
But how can Betty? 
She knows no ill, nor ever will, 


She muſt be pretty. A 
Want ſhould the king a pretty thing, | = 
(Peculiar pretty) 5 


Though he lays down his ſoul and crown, 
He ſhan't hat Betty. 


But if a god, with awful nod, 


Demands my Betty, 
What muſt I do? (for ſhe muſt go, 
Though e'er ſo pretty) 


Why this (to prove that her I love 

| ['l love for ever, 

With eager graſp her ſoul I'll claſp, 
So go together, 


SonG CLXII, 


000 Sir, do not ſtart I'll teach you an Art, 
By which you will ne'er miſs your Aim; 
Be not ſqueamith or nice, to cut Cards or cog Dice, 
All the World plays the beſt of the Game: 
The Game, —all the World, &c, 


See 


„ 


See how each profeſſion, and Trade through the 
Nation, | N 
Will dupe all they can without ſhame; 
Then why ſhou'd not we in our turn be as free; 
All the world plays the beſt of the game, 


The Lawyers of note, who ſquabble and quote, 
Are expecting both riches and fame, 

And all is but trick, the poor client to nick, 
For the law plays the beſt of the game. 


To gain his baſe ends, each lover pretends, 
To talk of his darts and his flame; 

By which he draws in the poor maiden to Sin, 
Who is left with the worſt of the game. 


And ſo the coy maid, with modeſty's aid, 
To fooliſh fond man does the ſame, 2 
When the fool's in the net, the prude turns coquet, 
And her ſpouſe has the worſt of the game. 


Then ſince the great plan, is cheat who cheat can, 
Pray think not my notions to blame; 

Join lawyers and proctors, maids, lovers, and doctors, 
All the world plays the the beſt of the game. 


TH O' darkneſs ſtill attends me, 
| It aids internal light ; 

And from ſuch ſcenes defend me, 
As bluſh to fee the light, 


No villain's ſmile deceives me, 
No gilded fop offends 3 

No weeping object grieves me, 
Kind darkneſs me befriends, 


Henceforth no uſeleſs wailings, 
I find no reaſon Why; 

Mankind to their own-failings 

Are all as blind as I, 
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„ TY 
Who. painted vice deſires, 
Is blind, whate'er he thinks; 
Who virtue not admires, 
1s either blind or winks, 


SonG CLXIV, The Tears of Scotland. 


MOURN, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn 
Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurels torn | 

Thy ſons for valour long renown'd, 

Lie flaughter'd on their native ground; 

Thy hoſpitable roofs, no more | 

Invite the ſtranger to thy door; 

In ſmoaky ruins fiunk they lie, 

The monuments of cruelty, 


The wretched owner ſees afar 
His all become the prey of war; 


Bethinks him of his babe and wife, 


Then ſmites his breaſt, and curſes life. 
Thy ſwains are famiſh'd on the rocks, 
Where once they fed their wanton flocks ; 
Thy raviſh'd virgins ſhriek in vain ; 
Thy infants periſh on the plain, 


What boots it then, in ev'ry clime, 
Thro' the wide-ſpreading waſte of time, 
Thy martial glory, crown'd with praiſe 
Still ſhone with undiminiſh'd blaze? 

Thy tow'ring ſpirit now is broke, 

Thy neck is bended to the yoke, 

What foreign arms could never quell, 

By civil rage, and rancour ſell, | 


The rural pipe, and merry lay 

No more ſhall chear the happy day; 

No ſocial ſcenes of gay delight 

Beguile the dreary winter night : 

No ſtrains, but thoſe of ſorrow flow, 
And nought be heard but ſounds of woe; 
While the pale phantoms of the ſlain 
Glide rightly o'er the ſilent plain, 
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Oh baneful cauſe, oh! fatal morn, 
Accurs'd to ages yet unborn | 

The ſons againſt their fathers ſtood, 
The parent ſhed his childrens blood, 
Yet, when the rage of battle ceas'd, 
The victors ſoul was not appeas'd ; 
The naked and forlorn muſt feel 
Devouring flames, and murdering eel ! 


The pious mother doom'd to death, 
Forſaken, wanders o'er the heath, 

The bleak wind whiftles round her head; 
Her helpleſs, orphans cry for bread, 
Bereft of ſhelter, food, and friend, 

She views the ſnades of night deſcend, 
And ſtretch'd beneath th' inclement ſkies, 
Weeps o'er her tender babes, and dies. 


Whilſt the warm blood 'betiews my veins, 
And unimpair's Temembrance reigns; 
Reſentment of my country's fate, 


Within my filial breaſt ſhall beat; 


And, ſpite of her inſulting foe, 

My ſympathizing verſe ſhall flow, 

© Mourn hapleſs Caledonia, mourn 
« Thy baniſh'd.peace, thy laurels torn,” 


Sons CLXV. The Bargain Refu fed. 
SOME four years ago I made Phillis an offer, 
| (Provided my ſuit ſhe would hear) 
Of a thouſand good pounds to put in her coffer, 
Nor thought I the purchaſe too dear, 


About two years after a meſſage ſhe ſent me, 
She was for that thouſand my own; 

But unleſs for an hundred ſhe now wou'd content me, 
I fairly reply'd—I'd have none, 


In the ſpace of a fortnight ſhe told me her favours 
I ſhou'd for my hundred receive ; 
But I bow'd—and aflur'd her with careleſsbehaviour, 
bat ten was the moſt I cou'd give. 
T'other 
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| T' other day the coy nymph for 2 guinea was willin | 
Whieh I then thought a great deal to dear, of 
And told her unleſs ſhe'd comply for a ſhilling, 


To ſeek for a chapman elſewhere. 


This morning ſhe came, and wou'd fain be kind gratis, 
But ſhe's now grown fo ful ſome a jade, 

That I cry'd even nothing a far dearer rate is, 
Than all the good offers—I made, 


Song CLXVI, 


WIEN firſt procreation began, 
Ere forms interrupted the bliſs, 
Each woman might love any man, 
Each man any woman might kiſs, 


The youth who beheld a plump laſs, 
Declar'd in few words his requeſt ; 

Nor whin'd like an amorous aſs, 
Nor ever departed unbleſt, 


The girl, who was ripe for the game, 
Look'd out for a fizeable lad; | 

Then frankly diſcover'd her flame, 
And what ſhe demanded, ſhe had. 


But while they thus revell'd at large, 
And bantlings increaſed in their kind, 

The mother fill bore all the charge z = 
The father what mortal could find ? 


So when great Semiramis reign'd, 
And women repin'd at their lot, 
The Queen matrimony ordain'd, 
That each might maintain what he got. 
While under this petticoat rule, 
The men were oblig' d to ſubmit: 
The wife went abroad, and the fool 
Still own'd all that came to net. 


( 157 
The 1 men on this ſyſtem sf :; 
They granted the union for life ; 


But made (their chaſte ſpouſes to bind} 
The huſband the head of the wiſe, 


Tradition eſtabliſh'd the cheat 
(Tradition makes all things divine) 

It aw'd the dull crow'd ; but the great 
What precept could ever confine ? 


The ſacred law-givers of yore, 
And all the old ſages of Gresee, 

Could ſlyly diſpenſe with a ſcore 
Tho? others had but one a-piece, 


"Twas thought for the good of mankind 3 


So into the canons it paſs'd ; 
The mob will for ever be blind 3 * 
And therefore tis likely to laſt, | 


Still may the decrees of the ſtate 
Impoſe on an ignorant realm: 

Let us our own charter create, 
And do as they do at the helm. 


When one has the beauty to charm, 
And t'cther the manhood to pleaſe, 

In love can there be any harm, 
Ariſing from motives like thele ? 


Sons CLXVII. 


'N mirth and paſtime ev'ry hour employ, 


Loſt is the day that is nat ſpent in joy ; 


Here ſtrew your roſcs, here your chaplets bring, 
And liſten, neighbours, to the truths I ſing. 


Air, 


Puſh about the briſk bow], 'twill enliven the heart; 3 


While thus we ſit round on the graſs, 


The lover who talks cf his ſuf” rings and ſmart, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 


The wietch who fits watching his ill-gotten pelf, 
A 


3 Ps, 
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( 138 ) 
And withes to add to the maſs ; 
Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſeff, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 
The * who fo ſmart with his well-powder's 
air, | 
An angels beholgs in his glaſs, 


And thinks with grimace to fubdue all the fair, 


May juſtly be reckon'd an aſs. 
The-merchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Cræſus the wealth to ſurpafs ; 
And oft', while he's wandring, my lady at home- N 
Claps the horns of an ox on an aſs. 
The lawyer ſs grave when he puts in his plea, ' 
With. forehead well cover'd with braſs ; 


Tho' he talk to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee; 


There you, my good friends, are the aſs, 

The formal phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in his claſs ; 

The fick man a while may confide in his ſkill,. 
Bat death proves the doctor an aſs, | 

Then let us companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take the bottle and laſs; 

For he who his pleaſure puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


Soxneg CLXVIII. 


ZE NO, Plato, Ariftotle, 

All. were lovers of the bottle 
Poets. painters. and muſicians, 
Churchmen, lawyers, and phyſicians; 

All admire a pretty laſs, 
All require a chearful glaſs : 
Ev'ry pleaſure has its ſeaſon, 


Love and drinking are no treaſon, | 
| So re 


. 


( 19 ) 
CLXIX. The Choice Syivrrs FrasT, 


Perform'd at Ranelagh Houſe <vith univerſal applanſe, 
by Mr. Steggs, Mr. Rocker, and other choice ſpirits, 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Comus. 
Amidſt this gay circle, bright beam's the fair race, 


Each form's rich with geſture, each geſture with 


grace ; 
Love laughs in their leoks : Youth blooms in each 
cheek, | | 
Yenſe ſpeaks when they ſmile, and wit ſmiles when 
they ſpeak, | | 
Gaydreſs'd daughters of beauty, ye ſons of true taſte, 
This evening accept of a choice ſpirits feaſt. 
I've call'd them together, this ſett I've ſelected, 
By Comus this evening collation's directed; 
Great Bacchus the gay God of bumper's my fire, 
Great Bacchus the fuel and life of love's fire, 
Who beſtows on the lover aſſurance to try, 
Aud drowns in the lady all force to deny. 
From him I'm deſcended, and thus ſpoke my fatlier 
Go; call the chief ſons of true humour together, 
Let harmony vſher the things they ſhall ſay, 
Be laughter attendant, and wit prompt the play; 
But baniſh low quibble, and fing-ſong impure, 
Poor perſonal ſatire, entendres obſcure, 
Let not ribaldry dare to offend the chaſte ear, 
Nor dullneſs, tho? even in Op'ra, appear; 
Let mirth by the fide of plain ſenſe take her place, 
And the comic muſe ſmile undebauch'd by grimacez 
Do not ſtamp the buffoon on the Rerling of nature, 
But the ſenſeof each ſongbeexpreſs'd in each feature, 
*Twas thus he commanded, I this had to ſay, 
Come, lads, let me ſee you know how to obey ; 
Ye ſocial, harmonious choice ſpirits begin, 
A moment be ſilent, ye fair, while they ſing. 
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His face was furrow'd with five thouſand years. 
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( 160 ) 


RECITATIVE., 


TWS at a ven ſon feaft, at cricket won, 

By Lightfoot's nimble ſon: 
Aſleep in jocky ſtate 
The groom-like ſquire ſate, 

Nodding in elbow- chair. 

His brother bucks were plac'd around, 
Their heads with unſeam'd hunting caps were 
EE bound, | 


So ſhould each ſportſman for the chace be crown'd, 


Hark! the horn ſounds away, away, 
Aurora uſhers in the day; _ 
The op'ning hounds uncoupled view, 

With deep-bung dewlaps daſh the dew 

With ſwelling notes and head held back, 

See the unharbour'd flag burſt thro* the brake; 
The high-bred horſe ſhakes his air-waving mane, 
Stamps o'er the ſounding earth, and ſcours along 

the plain, 


DvueTT, 
© When Phoebus the tops of the hills does adorn, &c," 


RECITATIVE, 


The liſt' ning croud admir'd the ſong, horn ton'd, 
Bravo braviſſimo! they ſhout around; 


Below, the drawer's bravo back rebound. 
Scar'd with the noiſe, young Buck awakes, 
And ſtares at all his brother rakes; | 
Then rubs his eyes, aſks what's o' clock? 
Startled, he _=—_ the watchman knock, 
Now ſilence thrice Was call'd, and thrice*twas broke, 
When in a fury thus young Lightfoot ſpoke: 
Bring up the watchman, ſeize the vile invader y 
Then up they dragg'd the midnight ſerenader. 
When, lo! the figure of Old Time appears, 


When 


( 161 ) 


Down his ſmooth ſkull a ſingle lock was hung, 
And feebly coughing, thus the glutton ſung ; 


SONG, 


My friends pray break up now you've time, 
You'll repeat if in vain you are told ; 

Oh, why will not Bucks in their prime, 
Conſider they are to grow old ? 


When the pale face of winter appears, 
And each late bloſſom'd tree tops with ſnow, 
Thus our heads, thinly ſpread with white hairs, 
Life's laſt wintry evening will ſhow, 


Like the maim'd from long dreadful campaigns 
You are mark'd, by debauch, full of ſcars, 

Sunken eyes, feeble hams, bloodleſs veins, 

Pally ſhaking, and ſeiz'd by catarrhs: 


Then toothleſs ye mump, and ye moan, 
Your fhrivel'd cheeks twiſting about: 

Ye mumble, ye grumble, and groan, 
Then die as a candle goes out, 


RECITATIVE. 


As when the riſing tempeſt ruſhing roars, 


Sweeps off the harveſt, ſhakes the ſounding ſhores z 


Red lightnings flaſh, ſeas bellow, thunder growl, 
The uproar reaching to the trembling poles, 
Waves, winds, rocks, rain, ſhips, ſands and clouds 
| contend, 

And ſhrieks and ſwearing the wide welking rend. 
In dreadful din thus roſe the drunken crew, 
Pipes, glaſſes, bottles, punch-bow!s, flaſks o'er- 

th 


rew 
They gagg d . preacher, daſh'd him to the 
| ground, 
And in a pipe of claret, Time was drown'd. | 
Huzza young Lightfoot cry*d, while in our prime, 
Claret can always kill the bugbear 7 
| HORUS, 
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(6162) 
C nous. 


The many rend the room with loud applauſe, 
So Time was drown'd, and drinking won the cauſe, 


Nee 
SECOND PART, 


RreciTATIvE, 
The praiſe of drinking, then the choiceſt ſpirit ſung, 
| SON. g 


Come my bucks, let to- night be devoted to drinking, 
To- morrow's too ſoon to be troubled with thinking. 
No more ſhall time preach, nor no more ſhall we 
hear it, | | 
For he's drown'd as he ought in a hogſhead of cJaret, 


Now time 1s no more, or no more can forbid us, 
Of that troubleſome gueſt a choice ſpirit has rid us; 
Yet if time ſhou'd be wanting for any deſign, 
Henceforth he is found in a hogſhead of wine, 


| sinke time is confin'd to our wine let us think 
By this rule we are ſure of our time when we drink, 
Come, my bucks; let your glaſſes with bumpers be 
prim'sd, | 
Now we're certain our drinking is always well tim'd. 
REEITAT IVI. 
Now the heart- raiſing horn at diſtance blew, 
Swift to the chace, away the ſportſmen flew: 
- Shouting they rend the air, each hill reſounds, 
Loud neigh the ſteeds, and louder ope the 
5 : hounds, | 44 
From babbling eccho back the noife rebounds. 
Sooth'd with the ſounds, young buck grew vain, 
And hunted every chace again, 
And cover thrice he broke; and thrice heſlew 
the ſlain. / 


3 


Song 


„ 
SON 8. 
Here was a hare Kkill'd, and there a fox fell; 
Here a leap took wou'd ſtartle a Cæſar; 
There they unharbour'd, and there rung his knell, 
And here it was hit off, hark forward to Teizer, 
Then they their bumpers above- head advancing, 
All fell to finging and then fell to dancing. 


Wonder and Plunder, ſhrill Thunder and Sue, 
Blueman and Trueman, with Ringwood and 
Rowler ; 
Sweetlips the babbler, and Tulip ſo true, 
With Darling and Starling, and Tattler and 
| Trowler, 
Theſe were the hounds he hoop'd and he hollow'd 
While all the reſt reeling with tolderoll follow'd, 
RECITATIVE, 
Long ago, 
E' er better muſic Britons learn d to know, 
Our Britiſh bards, from whom choice fpirits come, 
Thus rudely garniſh'd cut each harveſt home: 
Sung Chevy-Chace, and Robin Hood; 
Or corn grows now were Troy town ſtood, 


SON G. 1 
No Seneſino then was known, 
Cuzzoni or Fauſtina : 
No Farinelli charm'd the town, 
| Nor comic Nicolina. 
But ſalt-box bang, and jews harp twang 
With hurdy gurdy grunting, 
While others did ſing to the bladder and ſtring, 
Like hogs in high winds hunting. 


RECITATIVE. 


Ye ſocial ſons! ye lady-loving race! 
Who taſte with | tranſport love” s unfeign'd embrace, , 
Who mingle o'er the wit enlivening bowl, 
The feaſt of reaſon and the flow of ſoul, 
No more let dulneſs in a foreign tongue | 
Taint your true taſtes, nor give up ſenſe for ſong. 
Beauty's 
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„„ 
Beauties of · Britain, ye fair female race, 
Whoſe words are muſic, and whoſe motions grace: 
| Joy of all hearts, with of admiring eyes, 
eav'n's laſt, beſt gift, and love's luxurious prize, 
Forgive and favour theſe our rude eſſays, 
And patronize our ruſtic roundelays. 


SON G. 
Prithee leave off this dull panegyric, my dear, 
The ladys have withed the choice ſpirits to hear, 
To divert them this night in borlace we appear. 


Sing ſinging's the taſte, let us have a duetta, 
Between us we'll make what you call a burletta, 
He ſhall do the old man, and you do Spiletta. 


REciTATIYE. 


I've got a cold, indeed I'm very hoarſe, 
I fear with ſinging, fir—to make it worſe. 


Yet fill PII ſtrive, nay work like any negro, 
From ſlow Adagio, up to quick Allegro, 
Then change from Forte to the ſoft Piano; 

That I will be, 

Si Signor Si, 

Indeed a Bon Compagno. | 

Come, my dear daughter, come, Mifs Nicolina, 
I muſt compoſe a new burletta grinna, > 
And with my fingers play the ſymphonina, 


*Tis dinner-time, I find, my dear Signora; 

Go fetch ſome ſtakes, Va—fetch ſome ſtakes, encoras 
While I made uniſon of theſe ſtoccato's, 

Boil me ſome broth, and roaſt ſome nice potatoes, 


| SON C6. 


Volti largo mi affetto, 
Subito andante, 


RRICcITAT IVI. 


(399 23 
RncIiTATIVET. 


Put ſame greens in cabbage netto, 
And make ſome ſoup fante. 
Son. 


Non troppo n' affectuoſo, 
Tace primo violin. 


RECcITAT IV. 


The broth will be but ſo ſo. 
If you don't put oatmeal in. 
Thirds, fiſths and eights, a half's above a quarter, 
A minum's long, a quaver is much ſhorter ; 
Before you lay the cloth, go get a ch oi porter, 


SONG. 
By SKEGGS and ROOKER, 


Se. Pray, papa, pardonna moy, 
Son confuſa, ah ma foy. 
He. Fetch ſome drink! 
She. Indeed not I, indecd not I, indeed not 11 
Le. You're ill bred mils, 
She, That's a lye. 
He. Gallop, trollop, 
Va vivace, va vicace, 
Trollop, galiop. 
She. Tace ta. 
He. Le diable. 
She, Bribble brabble barboncina, 
He, Cara ſpillatta. 
She, Foollatta. 
e. Lediable, 
She. Pribble brabble piccieina. 
He, Cara ſpilatta. 
She, Foolatta ca. 
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Thus with jargon they juggle us out of our money, | 
With cara da capo encore abandoni, | 


( 166 ) 


Each phraſe muſt be fine, it's rouvelle we are ſure 
on't, 

Nouvelle let it be and let us hear no more on't, 

Be not Britans miſled by a ſong or a dance, 

Nor your fathers forget they're remember'd in France; 

Shall capers, concertos, coupees, ſerenades, 

Demoliſh the men that demoliſh Armadas, 


The blackprinceand his father at Poitiers andCreſſy, 
Compos'd ſome rough muſic made monſieurs uncaſy, 
King Henry the fifth too at Agincourts rout, 

Led them up ſuch a dance that he put them all out. 


To play us a concert, Spain ſent an armada 

To return it, Drake gave them a ſea ſerenada 

This muſic was copy'd by Warren and Anſon, 
Which made theFrench cryDiable Angeterre chanſon, 


Singers, fidlers, and dancers, when firſt they come 
here 

Out of feathers and fleſh, juſt like woodcocks appear; 

But plump'd by our plenty, they're puff d into pride, 


Give a beggar a horſe : we know where he'l] ride, 


Let them walk, trot, or gallop, but ſend them 

from hence, | 

Nor to ſonnd my dear conntrymen, facrifice ſenſe 

Our wit is invaded, refiſt now, or never, 

And defend common ſenſe, and Old England for 
ever, 


The laſt Song, and general Chorus. 
S O N . 


Of love, wit, and wine, our ſongs we'll raiſe, 
The tripple alliance we're boaſting ; 

With wit we can celebrate beauty's praiſe, 
With wine we thoſe beauties are toaſting: 

To Portugal's paint, or opera airs, 
We never will be in debt, ah! 

Pure white and red blooms in the face of our fair, 
And wit has eclips'd the burletta. 8 

2 | | | Then 


6167 


Then in chorus join 
To love, wit, and wine, 
And ſound them fc th clever, 
To thoſe men of taſte, 
Who on love and wit feaſt, 
Ot Old England, Old England, 
Huzza ! Old England for ever, 


Song CLXX, 


S Chole was bathing one hot ſummer's day, 
The arch god of love went a ſhooting that way, 
With his ſly looks, and malice ſo deep: 
Were his weapons in order, fo naked he found her, 
He ſurely wou'd laid her as flat as a flounder; 
But when with his dart he attempted to ſting, 
He drew with ſuch force, that he broke the bow=- 
| ſtring ; 
And then the beſt he cou'd.do was to peep. 
The lillies ſo fair, when as ſhe ſtood by *em, 
Were nothing but daffodils, when ſhe came nigh 'em, 
So fair was her face, her ſkin was ſo white : 
Altho' but a blinker, he plainly diſcovers 
Such charms as would vanquiſh the ſtouteſt of lovers: 
He view'd her behind, and he view'd her before, 
Had he ſeen his own mother, he cou'd not ſee more, 
Oh! what wou'd a mortal give for the fight. 


Whatever was beautiful, ſurely was there, 
But nothing ſo pleas'd the young god as her hair, 
For never were locks ſo finely diſplay'd ; 
To name to perfection, is hard for my ſong, | 
The colour fo bright, and the buckle ſo ſtrong : 
When ſhe ſtretch' d' em at length, they with a ſprings. 
Which madehim conclude one wou'd make a bo- 
8 0g ſtring ; | | 
And for it an artful project he laid. 
The god from his ambuſh quickly aroſe, 
And fuddenly ſtept up the bank to her cloaths, 
And ſtood, as in arms, confeſt to her fight ; 
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(26) 


In what a ſad taking was then the poor maid, 
To run to her petticyots ſhe was afraid: 
Dear Chloe, ſays Cup.d, for one ſingle hair, 
You may purchaſe my friendſhip, *tis what you can 
© ſpare | 
Then give it, and there's anend to the fright, 


The requeſt was ſo ſmall, ſhe was loth to refuſe it, 
But what he infiſted on, was that he'd chuſe it, 

To which the poor girl was oblig'd to conſent ; 
He rummag'd her head behind and before, 
Her eye- bros, her eye-lids, and ſearch'd *emall o'er, 
He choſe one at length, but from which of the three, 
The Criticks diſpute it, yet all do agree, 

That Cupid was pleas'd, and Chloe content, 


His bow then he ſtrung, and his ftring did ſo fit it, 

That he never aim'd at a heart but he hit it; 
What havock he made is hard to declare: 

Whoever has felt the power of his bow, 

It wou'd—bleſs his majeſty—make him lie low 

Then Chloe, dear Chloe, pray ſend for a barber, 

It may be high treaſon ſuch locks for to harbour ; 
For love will get at em wherever they are. 


SONG CLXXI, 
RA H, my Judy, was not I a booby, 
When I did leave ye, when I did leave ye; 
If I did not hate ye before I did fee ye 
The worſt devil take ye. 


To ſeek my dull chance, I am going to France, 
My fortune to better ; | | 


And if I am drowned, be not confounded, 


I'll ſend you a letter. | 


What tho? I be driven, by Captain Obrian, 
From the county of Kerry ; | 
What tho' I be ſad, by my ſhoul I'd be glad - 
That you would be merry, | 


When 


I 


( 169 ) 


When I am ſleeping, methinks I am creeping 
Into your favour ; 

But when I awake, and find my miſtake, 
I'm in a high fever, 


For fighting, for fencing, for cudgelling, for dancing 
I value no man; 

For when I'm in mettle, I'm as hot as a kettle, 
I'll fight Captain Obrian, | 

Oh hone, my dear Jude, do not be ſo fooliſh, 

But drive away Caſey ; 

Or when J come thither, I'll curry his leather, 
And make him uneaſy, 5 

Uſhlam agra! be not ſo hard- hearted, 
It vou ] don't marry, 

Soon you Will ſee hang out of a tree 
Your own dear 'i heady, 


S 
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SONG CLXXII. 


W tenement to lett, 
, Will pleaſe bo h great and ſmall, Sir, 
And if you'd know the name of it, 
Tall it ſportſman's hall, fir; 
It's ſeated in a pleaſant vale, 


Near to a riſing hill, fir, _ * 
And through it runs a purling ſtream, | 
Would turn a little mill, fir, i 
It is not roof'd with with ſlate nor tile, 1 
Nor is it piec'd nor patch'd, fir ; 1 
Vet a drop of rain cannot get in, 1 
; 


It is ſo nicely thatch'd, fir ; 
If 3 don't let it very ſoon, 
By Jo ve, I'll have it cry'd, fir, 
For what's the ufe of ſuch a thing, 
If it's not well occupied, fir ? 


This houſe is very dark at night, 
And ſo it is by day, fir; 


: Era eb nf 9c 
— 


Yet 


60 
Vet, if you enter once aright, 
Vou cannot miſs your way, fir; 
When once you're in, puſh boldly on, 
As faras e'er you can, fir, 
And if you reach the farther end, 
You'll be where ne'er was man, fir, 


There is no window to this houſe, 
Nor is there but one door, fir ; 

No parlours, nor fine rooms up ſtairs, 
But juſt the middle floor, fir ; | 

Vet let not this diſcourage you, 
For e'er you long are there, fir, 

What tho' your furniture be large, 


You'll find you've room to ſpare, fir. 


On two rais's pillars ſtands this houſe, 
Yet, tho' ſo high the door, fir, 
You can't get fairly in, unleſs 
* / You creep upon all fours, fir: 
Tho' there is ne er a ſoul within, 
This little door to unlock, fir, 
It is ſo curiouſly contriv'd, 


"Twill open, if you knock, firz 


It is ſurrounded by a wood, 
Where there is game in plenty, 
Of hares ſo ſtout, you ſcarce can find 
The like in places twenty: 
Of coney- hunting, day and night, 
You'll have your full enjoyment, 
And if in cocking you delight, 
You ne'er will want employment, 


This houſe is warm without a fire, 
In it is peace and plenty ; 
It is in very good repair, | 
And has ſtood years but twenty: 
The ſort of tenant I would chuſe, 
I will tell you now fairly; 
Ae muſt be young, and one that can 
| > Riſeup both late and eaxlys - 


„„ 
Or one that cultivates the land, 
And ſows it in due ſeaſon ; 
That handles well his thraſhing-flafl, 
 Whene'er chere is occaſion ; 
If he doth this, I promiſe him, 
I ne*er for rent will call, fir, 
But, if he fails, I will eje& him 
Out of ſportſman's hall, fir. 


SON CLXXIII, 


G0 OD gentlemen, I pray draw near, 
And liſten to my ditry, | 
A pretty ſtory you ſhall hear, 
About my charming Kitty, 
How ſweetly the does ſuck it in, 
A dram of gin, a dram of gin, 


Down ftairs ſhe comes, with ſqueamiſh face, 
And looks like any devil; 

Cries lack, alack, what ſhall I do ? 
I fear I've got the evil; 

Oh, Moll, I fear, I muſt have again 
A dram of gin, a dram of gin, 


The tea for breakfaſt they prepare, 
When ſhe had had her frolick, 
*Tis ſo inſipid, Moll, I ſwear, 
It will give me the cholic ; 
Pour therefore in the tea- pot fine 
A dram of gin, a dram of gin, 


When ſhe had din'd, ſhe tips the wink, 
Her maid ſhe knows the meaning, 

I've got the gripes, oh! how it ſtinks, 
And on the table leaning ; 

Oh! Molly run, thro thick and thin, 
For a dram of gin, for a dram of gin, 


My cuckold he is very ſly, 
Don't let him ſee the pitcher, 


\ 


( 72 ) 
Be fure to hide it near'your thigh, | 
For fear that he ſhould ſearch there; 


And if he does, think it not a ſin, 
*Tis a dram of gin, a dram of gin. 


Here, Molly, take this teaſter here, 
And ſtep to Nelly Rodger; . 
Tell her that I am not at home, 
And it is for my lodger: 
Il be to thee a friend again, 
With a dram of gin, a dram of gins 


The trade goes on thus every day, 
She does not think of ſorrow, 

Till gown and ſmock ſhe's made away, 
She does not care for to-morrow : 

As long as ſhe's got a farthing more, 
Gin is all her ſtore, gin is all her ſtore. 


Sox CLXXIV; 


HEN Fanny I ſaw, as ſhe trip'd o'er the green, 
Fair, blooming, ſoft, artleſs, and kind, 

Fond love in her eyes, wit and ſenſe in her mien, 

And warmneſs with modeſty join'd; 
Tranſported with ſudden amuſement I ſtood, 

Faft riveted down' to the place, 
Her delicate ſhape, eaſy motion I view'd, 

And wander'd o'er every grace, | 

And wander'd, &c. 


Ve gods! what luxuriance of beauty, I cry, 

What raptures muſt dwell in her arms! 
On her lips I could feaſt, on her breaſt I could die, 

O Fanny, how ſweet are thy charms! ' | 
Whilſt thus in idea my paſſion I fed, 

Soft tranſport my ſenſes invade; _ 
Young Damon ſtep'd up, with the ſubſtance is fled, 
And left me to kiſs the dear thade, | | 

And left me, &c. 1 
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Song CLXXV, 


AS K if yon damaſk roſe be ſweet, 
That ſcents the ambient air; 
Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet 
If dear Suſanna's fair ? 
If dear Suſanna's fair ? 


Say, will the vulture leave his prey, 
And warble thro' the grove ? 

Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine ; 

Ye bards, unenvy'd laurels wear, 
Be dear Suſanna mine, 


Sons CLXXVI, 


GA Damon long ſtudied my heart to obtain, 
The prettieſt young ſhepherd that pipes on the 
: plain, 
Id hear his ſoſt tale, then declare *twas amiſs, | 
And Loften ſaid no, often ſaid no, when I long l 
to ſay yes. 
And I'd often ſay no, &c, 


Laſt Valentine's day to our cottage he came, | 

And brought me two lambkins to witneſs his flame; 

Oh! take theſe, he cry'd, thou more fair than 
their fleece, | 


J could hardly ſay no, tho* aſham'd to ſay yes. 


Soon after one morning we ſat in the grove, 
He preſs'd my hand, and in ſighs breath'd his love; 
Then tenderly aſk'd if I'd grant him a kiſs, 
I defign'd to ſay no, but miſtock, and ſaid yes, 


At this with delight his heart dane'd in his breaſt, 

Ye gods, he cry'd Chloe will now make me bleſt; | 

Come, let's to the church, and ſhare conjugal bliſs, ” 
To prevent being teaz d, I was forc'd to lay yes. G 


* 
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I ne'er was fo pleas'd with a word in my life, 
I ne'er was ſo happy as ſince I'm a wife; 
Then take ye, young damſels, my counſel in this, 
Ye muſt all die old maids, if you will not ſay yes, 


Sox CXLXXVII. 


5 COME Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 
Each lad with his laſs hither come, 
With ſinging and dancing, in pleaſure advancingy 
To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 
To celebrate harveſt home. 
Tis Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 
To celebrate harveſt home. 


Our labour is o'er, our bazns in full fore, 
Now ſwell with rich gifts of the land; 
Let each man then then take, his prong and his rake. 
His can and his laſs in his hands 

For Ceres, &c. 


No courtier can be, ſo happy as we, 
In innocence, paſtime, and mirth ; 
While thus we carouſe, with our ſweet-heart, or 
ſpouſe, 
And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth: _ 
When Ceres bids play, and keeps holiday, 
5 'To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 
To celebrate harveſt home. 


SONG CLXXVIII, 


RTI CITATIVE. 


HE feſtive board was met; the ſocial band 
Round fam'd Anagreon took their filent ſtand; 
When thus the ſage bepän; be this the rule, 
No brow auſtere ſhall dare approach my ſchool ; 
Where Jove and Bacchus jointly reign within, 
Old Care begone, here ſadneſs were a fin, 


Tell 
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Tell not me the joys that wait 

On kim that's learn'd, on him that's great; 
Wealth and wiſdom I deſpiſe; 

Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe: 

The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, 

And Bacchus God of wine and mirth, 

Me their friend and fav'rite own, 

And I was born for them alone, 


RECITATIVE. 


Buſineſs, title, pomp, and fate, 

Give "em to the fools I hate, 
Att, 

But let love, let life be mine, 

Bring me women bring me wine z 


Spedd the dancing hours away | 
Mind not what the grave ones ſay. 


Son CLXXIX, EY 
YOU may ſay what you will, but Belinda's too tall, 
And Stella's all bone, and her ſhape is too ſmall, 


Dear Chloe's my wiſh, tho? extenſive her charms, 
Tho? the front of her ſtays are too wide for my arma. 


»Tis certain miſs Fanny's a ſweet little dear, 
And zephyrs ſpring odours when Lucy is næar; 
But Chloe's all ſweetneſs by nature deſign'd, 

We might call her an hogſhead of double refin'd, 


When ſhedances, then leaps my fond heart like a frog, 
When with rapture I preſs her, I'm loft in a fog 

I beg for a kiſs, while my vows I renew, 

And imbibe half a pint of ambroſial dew, 


She frequently mentions young Strephon the beay, 

But why ſhould I reckon my rival a foe ; 

E' en let him proceed, it will 'ne'er give me pain, 
We both ſhall find more than our arms will contain. 


% 
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Ive oft overheard the ill- natur d expreſſion, 
bat beauty ſo bulky, muſt pall in poſſeſſion 3 

In his notion the critic is ſurely miſſed, 

Love's flame by her fat will be conſtantly fed. 


Some nymphs have angelical ſweetneſs and grace, 
ut Chloe has rather a cherubim's face; 

She's always good humour' d, facetions and free, 

And only gives pain when ſhe fits on my knee. 


I ſtart not, as tim'rous fribbles have done, 

At the ſubſtance of three or four females in one; 
Firſt balance her weight with his majeſty's coin, 
Then let the dear ponderous charmer be mine. 


Yo NG CLXXYX, 


FO my ditty, good people, give ear, 
And around me deſcribe a large ring, 

Where, let but your bounty-appear, 

And I to ſome purpoſe thall ſing; 
My ſong to my manners I'll fit, 

My learning ſhall herein be ſhewn, 

And the height of ſcholaſtical wit, 

In philofophy ſet to fome tune. 


Whoever deſires to be wiſe, 
To this maxim *tis fit he adheres, 
Ine ſeldom muſt truſt to his eyes, 
* And ſeldomer yet to his ears 
For in truth, and in plaineſs to ſpeak, 
There's but few things that are as they feem 3 
And as ſomebody ſays in the greek, 5 
Our life's but a ſort of a dream. 


A dream in which phantoms ariſe, 
That often impoſe on the mind, 
And deludes us, till death us ſurpriſe, 
E'er we the decepfſin can find; s | 
Le chante, through the world, while we ſtray, 
ng our ſteps to ab certainty tend = 


Our 


* 
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Our life oft runs on like a play, 
Of whoſe plot we ne'er think till the end. 


The better my thoughts to explain, 
Since moſt by example are taught, 
From the treaſure laid up in my brain, 

Some inſtances apt I have brought; 
From whence, ſirs, you truly may ſce, 

If you on my word can rely, 
Mankind, as in truth, fir they be, 

Their varniſh and vizards lay by, 


The miſer, at fix a—clock prayers 
Who, by that, would his uſury cloke, 
Is a ſinner, whate'er he appears, 
And his cant, and his morals a joke, 
The lawyer, who knows you'll be caſt, 
And yet, ſtill takes fee after fee, 
Will find it a crime at the laſt, 
Whatever at preſent it be, 


If of women you next ſhould enquire, 
No ſkill can the knowledge impart, 
Though what outfides ſoever they wear, 
Coquets they are till in their hearts 
The prude, in her looks ſo demure, 

In her words and her aQtions ſo nice, 
Is often no more than a whore, 

Who wears, like a veil, this device. 


Then, neighbours, who would be advis'd, 
You ſee tis a difficult taſk, . 
Since whoever we meet with's diſguis'd, 
And we paſs through our lives in a malk ; 
Where men, like our actors, perſume 
On the tinſel and trapping they have, 
Bnoy'd up by the parts they aſſume. 
Ne'er think of their exit.— the grave. 


But you, for whoſe ſakes I thus ſing, 
On virtue you ſafely may truſt, $7 
Since 
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Since life's ſo uncertain a thing, 
Who would for an hour be unjuſt ? 
While fortune, the good and the bad 
Does without diſtinction confound, 
Fools often in purple are clad, 
While merit in rags do abound, 


One example I'll quote, do you ſee, 
Of the matter no more's to be ſaid, 
Old Homer wrote ballads like me, 
And ſung them about for his bread ; 
With deſtiny vain is our ftrife, 
*Tis always too hard for a man, 
III fate muſt be borne like a wife 
With the very beſt grace that we can, 


So NG CLXXXI. 


WH EN tutor'd by mother ſhe oftentimes ſaid, 
There's money bid for the girl, hold up thy head; 
She laid out my work with a houſewifely care, 
And, making a mark, bid me ſtick a pin there. 
Stick a pin, &c, - 


The humour ſo pleaſed me, however abſurd, 
That, in ſpite of my teeth, it became a cant word 
And once, when the parſon had ended his pray r, 


I could not help calling out, ſtick a pin there, 


Stick a pin, &c, 


He came to my mother, and loudly complain'd : 
His pardon I aſk'd, but my ſorrow was feign'd ; 


And before he could clap his fat bum in a chair, 

I flily ſtoop'd down, and gid tick a pin there. 
Stick a pin, &c, : | 

I met my dear jack in a field of new hay, I 

He kiſs'd me and teas'd me with amorous play; 

A green gown he gave me, and ſwore it was fair: 

Hold, firrab, ſaid I, would you ftick a pin there? 

Stick a pin, &c, 

E He 
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He often attempted to rifle my charms, 


As often I puſh'd the dear youth from my arma 3 


But ſooner or later he'll baffle my care, 
For Jack is the lad—but ſtick a pin there. 
| Stick a pin, 


Sons CLXXXII. 
TO his poor cell a ſatyr led 
A traveller with cold half dead, 
And with great kindneſs treated; 
A fire noſe-high he made him ftrait, 
Shew'd him his elbow-chair of ſtate, 
And near the chimney ſeated, 


His tipgling hands the ftranger blows z 
At which the ſatyr wond'ring roſe, 
And bluntly aſk'd the reaſon 

Sir, quoth the man, I mean no harm, 
I only do't my hands to warm, 

In this cold froſty ſeaſon, 


The ſatyr gave him from the pot 

A meſs of porridge piping hot : 

The man blow'd o'er his gruel. 

What's that for, friend? the ſatyr cry'd, 

To cool my broth, his gueſt reply'd, 
And truth, fir, is a jewel. 


How, quoth the hoſt then, is it ſo? 
And can you contradictions blow? 
Turn out and leave my cottage. 
This honeſt manſion ne er ſhall hold 
Such raſcals as blow hot and cold; 
The de'il muſt find you pottage. 


Some CLXXXIIL | 
TH E ſun, his gladſome beams withdrawn, 
The hills all white with ſnow, 
Leave me dejected and forlorn ! 
Whe can deſcribe my woe ? 


But 
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But not the ſun's warm beams could chear, 


Not hills, tho' e*er ſo green, 
nleſs my Damon ſhould appear, 
To beautify the ſcene. 


The frozen brooks, and yathleſs vales, 
Disjoin my love and me ! | 

The pining bird his fate bewails, 
On yonder leafeleſs tree ! 

But what to me are birds or brooks, 
Or any joys that's near? 

Heavy the lute, and dull the books, 
When Damon is not here! 


The Laplander, who, half the year, 
Is wrapp' d in ſhades of night, 
Mourns not, like me, his winter drear; 
Nor wiſhes more for light. 
But what were light without my love, 
Or objects e er ſo fine? 


The flowery meadows, field, or grove, 


If Damon be but mine. 


Each moment, from my dear away, 
Is a long age of pain; | 

Fly ſwift ye hours, be calm the day, 
That brings my love again ! 

O haſte, and bring him to my arms, 

Nor let us ever part; 


My breaft ſhall beat no more alarms, 


When I ſecure his heart, 
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